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TO 

JOHN  F.  BULLEY. 

From  no  overweening  idea  of  tlie  value  of  my  gift, 
do  I  ask  you  to  accept  this  Dedication.  But,  since  to 
your  encouragement,  and  to  your  advice,  I  owe,  with 
other  good  things,  the  good  courage  which  has  em- 
boldened me  to  temjjt  Fortune  yet  once  again,  it  has 
seemed  to  me  most  fitting  that,  publicly,  as  in  private, 
you  shoidd  stand  sponsor  to  this  book. 

Other,  and  graver  studies  now  claim  your  care; 
yet,  as  you  have  sometimes  found  leisure  to  listen,  not 
unapprovingly,  to  what  is  here  set  forth,  you  may  here- 
after give  to  me  such  time  as  shall  enable  you  to  pass 
on  my  work  a  more  mature  judgment. 

Of  the  shorter  poems  I  say  nothing ;  they  are  as 
they  are.  But  "  Uther  "  appears  to  demand  some  few 
words.  It  is,  as  you  wiU  see,  only  a  fragment,  to  be 
finished,  I  hope,  should  time  and  opportunity  permit. 
Other  and  stronger  hands  have  presented  the  life  and 
the  passing  of  the  great  king, — there  remains  buttoteU 
of  his  birth,  and  this,  in  "  Uther,"  I  purpose  to  do. 

And  now  I  leave  myself  in  your  hands,  and  in  the 
hands  of  those  who  can  judge. 
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THE  FIVE  STAES. 

The  stars  came  sliding  from  the  south, 

By  one,  by  two,  by  three ; 
Of  love  on  earth  was  full  great  drouth, 
And  careless  hand  to  thankless  mouth 

Set  all  the  lewd  menyie. 

The  stars  came  sliding  up  the  sky, 

By  three,  by  four,  by  five ; 
Bach  seeking  if  it  might  descry 
The  palace  where  this  King  should  Ue  : 

The  angels  carolled  blive. 

These  stars  since  first  the  stars  were  bom, 

They  clustered  all  together 
Beneath  the  new  moon's  lower  horn, 
Like  bees  upon  a  summer  thorn, 

When  cloudless  was  the  weather. 
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THE  FIVE  STABS. 

The  first  star  was  a  star  of  red, 

It  heard  an  angel  sing, 
'  This  night  a  maid  in  oxen's  bed, 
'  A  queen  uncrowned,  a  wife  unwed, 

'  Hath  borne  a  mighty  King.' 

The  second  star  was  bright  and  blue, 

It  heard  a  song  above, 
'  On  Jesse's  root  drops  down  the  dew, 
'  The  budding  rod  hath  bloomed  anew, 

'  All  peace  to  men  of  love !' 

The  third  was  yellow  for  to  see. 

It  heard  the  voices  tell, 
'  Now  standeth  in  the  gate  the  key, 
'  The  gates  of  glory  open  be  : 

'  All  haU,  Emmanuel !' 

The  fom-th  it  listened  in  that  steven, 

This  star  it  glittered  green  : 
'  The  Wisdom  hath  come  down  from  heaven, 
'  Now  worketh  well  the  saving  leaven.' 

Thus  sang  the  choir  unseen. 


THE  FIVE  STABS. 

The  fiftli  star  was  a  little  star, 

A  voice  bespoke  it  low, 
'  Go  forth  into  that  land  afar 
'  Where  in  the  cave  the  sleepers  are, 

'  To  guide  the  sleepers,  go  !' 

The  stars  they  journeyed  in  a  ring, 

Into  the  north  them  gat ; 
Above  a  cave  they  stayed  to  swing, 
Where  rested  first  the  white  dove's  wing 

On  holy  Ararat. 

There  were  three  sleeping  in  the  cave, 

The  night  seemed  long  to  them, 
All  Ustening  from  theij*  living  grave. 
The  three  who  'scaped  the  whelming  wave. 
Good  Japhet,  Ham,  and  Shem. 

Then  up  they  rose,  and  on  they  yode. 

The  stars  went  on  before, 
A-gUttering  down  the  western  road ; 
The  stars  in  Bethlehem  abode 

Above  the  stable  door. 
b2 


THE  FIVE  STABS. 

The  stars  they  shaped  them  to  a  tree, 

Slid  back  to  southern  lands : 
They  bend  above  the  Peacefal  sea, 
For  head  and  burdened  body  three, 
And  two  for  blessincf  hands. 
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AVE  MARIA. 

Now  kneeling  at  the  throne  of  God 

With  fainting  hearts  and  sickened, 
When  as  we  pray  Him  spare  the  rod, 
When  ills  and  pangs  are  thickened, 
We  cry  to  thee,  His  mother  dear, 
Cry  thou  to  Him  that  He  may  hear 
And  we  His  sons  be  quickened. 

Daughter  and  Mother  of  our  God ! 

Offspring  of  barren  Arma ! 
Ark  that  didst  hold  the  flowering  Rod, 
The  Law,  the  feeding  Manna, 
Let  thy  entreaty  for  our  sin, 
That  He,  thy  Son,  will  spare  His  kin, 
Pierce  through  the  saints'  Hosanna ! 

It  is  not  that  we  dread  thy  Son, 
How  can  we  fear  our  Brother  ? 
But  we  have  scorned  him  every  one, 


AVE  MARIA. 

And  left  him  for  anotlier ; 

Kow  we  return,  our  cries  are  faint, 
Our  tongues  are  bound  by  sin's  constraint, 
Aid  thou  our  crying,  Mother  ! 

He  will  not  list  less  graciously 
That  thou  assist  our  calling, 
His  eyes  behold  each  bended  knee. 
His  heart  our  prayers  forestalling ; 
But  limbs  are  stiff,  and  lips  are  dry. 
With  wandering  and  revelry, 
All  faint  our  hearts  and  falling. 

We  pray  Thee,  when  the  night  is  dark 

And  faith  brings  no  reheving, 
Lest  the  wild  waters  quench  the  spark 
Of  heaven's  first  conceiving, 
Pray,  that  we  sink  not  in  the  deep, 
Nor  fall  on  hopeless,  troubled  sleep, 
Trembling  or  unbelieving. 

When  this  sad  night  with  fevered  glare 

Dissembles  daylight's  shining. 
When  hell's  allurements  are  most  rare, 


AVE  MABIA. 

When  round  our  hearts  is  twining 
The  fatal  green  that  kills  our  life, 
Pray,  lest  we  fall  who  make  no  strife ; 
Let  fire  be  but  refining. 

And  when  in  grief  tempestuous 
Our  spirits  faint,  be  near  us  ! 
When  fogs  of  care  surround,  and  thus 
We  see  no  light  to  cheer  us. 

Pray,  for  they  are  too  weak  to  pray 
Who  know  no  hope,  and  feel  no  stay ; 
Ave  Maria  !  hear  us ! 
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PERSEPHONE. 

I  AM  the  Queen  of  Hell ! 
The  crown  bums  in  upon  my  brow, 
My  heart  and  eyes  are  hot,  and  now 

The  cool  tears  will  not  well. 

Dark  gates,  and  daily  seen, 

Whose  bars  flash  back  a  deadened  fire, 
Where  shrieks  beat  wildly  and  expire. 

Outside  you  writhes  the  queen ! 

And  you,  ye  meads  of  Hght ! 

Though  I  may  roam  in  you,  my  throne, 
Awaiting,  mocks  me,  lost,  alone, 

Weak  through  my  lover's  might ! 

My  lover ! — when  he  came 

Short  wooing  was  there  twixt  us  twain ! 

I  thoughtless  roamed  on  Enna's  plain, 
He  rose  ia  car  of  flame. 
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Oh,  chariot  of  Dis ! 

Brown  whirling  wheels  with  flaming  tire, 
Dark  steeds  whose  flanks  are  flecked  with  fire, 

Ye  have  down  trodden  bliss  ! 

I  had  gathered  many  flowers, 

My  white  robe  held  up  full  of  bloom 
Was  aU  embroidery  and  perfume 

With  spoil  of  rifled  bowers. 

I  had  so  many  flowers ! 

So  many,  and  I  lost  them  aU ; 

They  fell,  a  cloud,  a  virgin,  pall 
Cast  over  glowing  hours. 

There  were  fields  of  asphodel. 

Yellow,  and  blushing  like  a  bride ; 

Your  blooms  are  tarnished  those  beside, 
And  pale,  ye  meads  of  Hell ! 

I  had  banks  of  violets. 
Blue  and  tender  as  Here's  eyes 
When  in  the  arms  of  Zeus  she  lies 

And,  kissing,  wrath  forgets. 
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There  were  buds  that  told  the  hour, 
And  daffodils  that  Plutus  kissed, 
With  heartsease,  and  small  love-in-mist. 

And  bright  pomegranate  flower. 

Pomegranate  was  in  fruit 

When  my  dark  lord  came,  as  I  wept 
And  cried  upon  the  gods,  who  slept 

And  would  not  hear  my  suit : 

He  held  it  out  to  me, 

So  ripe,  it  burst  and  showed  the  seeds, 
The  golden  pulp,  the  juice  that  feeds 

Both  nightingale  and  bee: 

It  looked  so  cool  and  fresh, 

So  like  a  message  sent  from  home — 
Ah  me !  this  hot  and  weary  dome  ! 

This  lip-engendered  mesh ! 

Oh  for  my  lost  fresh  flowers. 

With  dew  of  heaven  and  smeU  of  earth  ! 

Woe  worth  my  mother's  pangs,  my  birth  ;- 
He  comes,  my  spirit  cowers  ! 


( 11 ) 


OEPHEUS. 

Through  hollow  ways  long  wandering 
Where  blackness  wooed  the  bat's  thin  wing, 
By  sullen  streams  too  deep  to  sing, 
Through  silence  made  the  heart  to  wring, 
Too  awed  to  stay,  too  sad  to  flee, 
He  stumbled  on — a  plash,  a  gleam. 
Met  ear  and  eye,  as  in  a  dream. 
And  he  passed  outward  to  the  sea. 

Ever  the  ivandering  waves  of  water, 
Sorrowful  waves  of  the  waiting  sea, 

Sighed  to  the  rocks,  '  Earth's  fairest  daughter 
'Is  lost  to  earth : — Eurydice !' 

Oh  !  fair  and  cool  the  green  sea-swell. 
The  tangle  tresses  that  rose  and  fell, 
To  hot  eyes  dazed  with  glare  of  hell, 
Made  blind  with  peering  to  dispel 
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The  gloom  of  that  drear  upward  way ; 

And  here  at  hand  as  fair  and  cool 

Was  this  still  fan-encircled  pool 
That  wooed  his  weary  feet  to  stay. 

'  Ahl  we  were  glad,'  said  the  waves  of  water, 
'  Glowed  in  the  morning  and  danced  for  glee, 

'  ThinMng — She  covies  ivhence  her  lover  sought  her 
'  To  sport  in  the  ripples : — Eurydice  !' 

He  leaned  his  back  against  a  stone : 
Most  sweet  on  strand  to  be  alone ! 
To  hearing  dulled  by  shriek  and  groan, 
By  sUence  of  that  cavern  lone, 

Most  pleasant  was  the  curlew's  cry, 
The  far  off  sounds  from  inland  field, 
The  gull's  sharp  scream  that  dij^ped  and  wheeled 
Above  the  shoal,  the  ripple  nigh. 

But,  '  All  in  vain,'  said  the  tvaiting  water, 

'  We  listened  at  noon,  if  haply  we 
'  Might  hear  her  singing  the  songs  he  taught  her, 

'  As  she  came  from  the  dead : — Eurydice !' 
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Around  his  feet  who  bore  the  lyre, 
The  water  rose,  and  quenched  their  fire. 
And  washed  away  the  burning  mire ; 
He  half  forgot  his  burden  dire, 
He  half  forgot  his  vanished  love. 
And  all  his  weakness,  and  his  curse, 
With  that  old  wise  caressing  nurse 
That  kissed,  nor  said,  '  Why  didst  thou  rove  ?' 


'  Tlie  evening  comie,'  said  all  the  water, 
'  And  we  are  lorn,  and  lost  is  she, 

'  For  he  hath  come  again  who  sought  her, 
'  But  nevermore — Eurydice !' 


And  when  his  feet  were  cool  and  strong 
He  took  the  pathway,  winding  long 
Up  through  the  cliffs,  and  bursts  of  song 
Came  to  his  lips  to  ease  his  wrong : 
He  sang,  and  for  a  little  space 
Knew  nothing  of  the  inner  smart. 
As  all  his  singing  warmed  his  heart 
And  brought  the  blushes  to  his  face. 


14  ORPHEUS. 

But,  'Home  again,'  said  the  waiting  water, 
'Must  thou  come  to  the  burying  sea, 

'  While,  hapless,  she  woos  hell's  grim  poHer, 
'  Chanting  her  name — Eurydice  !' 


( 15 ) 


NAECISSUS. 

All  night  the  woods  had  echoed  his  complaint, 

His  tears  all  night  had  fed  the  moon-Ut  spring ; 

At  setting  of  the  moon  his  voice  grew  faiat, 

And,  when  the  dewy-breasted  rose  to  sing, 

Quiet  he  lay  upon  the  long-pressed  bed 

WTiose  green  was  fringing  fast  with  springing  snow 

Beneath  him,  in  the  waters,  lay  outspread 

The  white  limbs  of  his  love,  and  in  the  flow 

His  loose  arm  dropping  over  the  low  bank 

Dipped,  and  his  love's  arm  rising  from  below, 

As  if  in  haste  his  fealty  to  thank, 

Reached  up  and  met  the  weary  hand  that  sank  : 

So  they  were  joined  at  last,  and  she  that  clove 

The  thread,  undid  the  coil  the  homy-fingered  wove. 
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A  LOST  KACE. 

'  A  FOOTPACE  on,  and  a  footpace  done, 
And  a  leap  on  tlie  smooth  wHte  sand, 

The  chase  is  done,  and  my  safety  won. 
His  robe  floats  out  to  my  hand ; 

A  chain  for  the  rover,  and  a  bed  for  the  lover. 
And  a  light  for  the  funeral  brand. 

'  My  feet  are  as  fleet  as  the  stag's  light  feet, 

And  his  go  soft  to  his  dole, 
And  now  he  lags,  and  now  he  flags. 

And  yonder  the  brazen  goal ; 
A  fire  and  rest  for  the  wilful  guest, 

And  myrrh,  and  a  pouted-out  bowl. 

'  Stretch  forth,  oh,  hand !  to  the  fluttering  band. 

'And  stay  my  fleeting  wooer,' — 
But  lo  !  a  fruit,  in  the  full  pursuit 

Hath  stayed  the  hot  pursuer, 
That  roUs  from  his  robe,  a  glittering  globe. 

To  the  sea,  as  sea  were  truer. 
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Oh,  apple,  apple !  with  side  all  dapple, 

She  stays,  she  turns,  the  fleeter ; 
She  grasps  her  fate,  and  her  fated  mate 

Turns  from  the  goal  to  greet  her : 
And,  hey !  for  the  bride,  the  bonnie,  bonnie  bride ! 

For  clip  than  coursing  meeter ! 


(  18 


AT  THE  BACK  OF  AN  OPERA-BOX. 

Who  ?     Did  I  hear  your  name  aright  ? 

How  had  you  heart  to  tell  it? — 
But  this  is  a  secret-spealiing  light. — 

How  many  years  is  it  since  we  met, 

Since  you  taught  me  love's  alphabet? 
A  pleasant  lesson  I  learnt  to  write ! 

Let  us  sit  here  and  spell  it. 

You  taught  me  first  on  a  winter's  night, 
A  night  such  as  men  remember ; 

I  lay  at  your  feet  in  the  warm  firehght. 
And  aU  the  rest  of  the  room  was  dim, — 
Your  deep,  low  voice  like  a  far-off  hymn 

Witched  me  to  lie  and  feed  on  your  sight 
In  your  glory  of  ripe  September. 

What  was  it  in  you  that  drove  me  mad 

Lithe  limbs  and  golden  locks } 
Eyes  that  for  naught  were  soft  or  glad  ? 


AT  THE  BACK  OF  AN  OPERA  BOX.       19 

Or  your  wise  words  ? — You  are  silent  now ; 
You  hide  your  breast,  and  your  head  you  bow, 
As  you  sit  beside  me,  old  and  sad, 
Here  at  the  back  of  the  box. 

You  had  a  box  on  the  grand  tier  then, 

We  have  come  down  a  Httle  ! 
You  leaned  from  the  front  to  the  eyes  of  men, 

As  the  lamp-light  flashed  from  your  white  shoulders. 

But  now — shrink  back  from  all  beholders, 
Lurk  at  the  back  of  this  upstairs  den — 

So  came  Creseide  to  the  'spital. 

Hush  !  there  are  too  many  ears  about, 

The  time  is  gone  for  heroics, 
You  are  too  thin,  and  I  am  too  stout ; 

But  stiU,  I  suppose  we  have  hearts  the  same. 

The  ashes  shake  where  leapt  the  flame, 
It's  foolish  to  stir  the  heap,  no  doubt ! 

But  we  never  set  up  for  stoics. 

'  Did  I  not  know  ?' — yes  !  I  had  ears. 
They  said  you  were  this  and  that, 
I  knew  that  the  world  looked  on  with  sneers ; 

c2 
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But  you  wei'e  my  beai;tiful  Helen  then. 
If  you  had  brought  grief  to  other  men 
What  matter  to  me ! — oh,  those  young  years, 
Ere  the  mouse  has  proved  the  cat ! 

Do  you  remember  one  summer  night? 

Perhaps  you  thought  me  a  fool, 
You  lay  by  my  side  as  our  troth  were  plight, 

With  all  your  wonderful  bosom  bare, 

And  your  head  in  a  glory  of  floating  hair. 
And  I  spoke  calmly,  and  blessed  the  sight. 

Did  you  think  I  was  dull  and  cool .'' 

No,  I  think  that  you  dimly  saw 

How  I  loved  too  much  for  lust ; 
The  poor  boy's  love,  so  pure  and  i*aw. 

Was  freshening  to  your  withered  heart, 

You  pitied  your  prey,  and  lost  your  art. 
You  treasured  the  flame  that  had  brought  a  thaw 

To  your  hard  heart's  icy  crust. 

Ah,  well ! — good  night — go  home  and  sleep : 

I  wiU  go  home  and  pray. 
Your  eyes  are  bright  still,  bright  and  deep 
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Sunken  into  yoxir  hollow  cheeks, 
And  you  are  dumb,  but  your  wan  face  speaks, 
Saying  those  eyes  have  learnt  to  weep, 
That  laughed  my  love  away. 


(  22) 


THE  MUSICIAN. 

Death  came  into  a  palace, 

Wliere  a  ruler  sat  in  state, 

He  slipped  the  bolt  of  tlie  postern  gate. 

And  kissed  the  lij)  of  the  chalice  ; 

He  sat  on  the  stej^s  of  the  throne  unseen, 

And  tinkled  a  ghostly  mandoline, 

Whose  jar  struck  cramp  to  the  tyrant's  heart 
And  clashed  in  his  ear  like  a  neai-ing  fight ; 

The  player  laid  his  quill  apart, 

Grasped  the  stifi"ening  hand  and  white. 
Whirled  his  partner  into  the  night. 

Death  lay  out  on  a  reef, 
Bleaching  in  sun  and  wind, 
Striking  a  harp  of  marvellous  kind, 
Twisted  of  fibre,  root,  and  leaf ; 
The  sailors  floated  anigh  to  listen, 
The  diver  let  his  wet  shoulders  glisten 
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Above  tlie  waters — they  heard,  and  dreamed, 
And  harped  to  quiet  was  all  the  deep  ; 

Till  the  surf  grew  red,  and  the  drowning  screamed — 
Not  for  harping  the  shark  would  sleep, 
Nor  the  sharp  rocks  spare  the  keels  to  reap. 

Death  stole  into  a  bower 

Where  waited  a  maid  alone, 

Not  a  phantom  of  blackened  bone, 

A  shape  to  make  her  doubt  or  cower ; 

Most  like  a  suitor  grave  and  bland 

He  took  her  palm  with  a  dainty  hand, 

Playing  the  while  on  a  silver  viol 

A  solemn  spring  that  assuaged  her  care. 
As  she  thought  of  the  prize,  and  forgot  the  trial. 

Led  her  a  measure  stately  and  fair. 

Up  to  the  foot  of  the  golden  stair. 

In  cradle  wept  a  child; 

Death  at  the  noise  of  its  crying 

Came  and  lifted  it  whence  it  was  lying. 

With  sleepy  song  its  heart  beguiled  ; 

Dandling,  rocking  it  to  and  fro, 

Singing  a  drowsy  old  hey-balow : 
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The  babe  looked  up  with  a  still  content 
Into  the  good  face,  as  it  heard, 

Closed  its  eyes,  and  softer  went 
The  nursing  song  that  sleep  conferred — 
Sleep  so  sound,  that  it  never  stirred. 

Death  in  a  city  street 

Beat  up  a  loud  alarm ; 

They  who  heard  of  the  hurrying  swarm, 

Held  it  the  stroke  of  horses'  feet, 

The  rattle  of  coaches  rolling  by. 

Or  the  herald  of  coming  pageantry  : 

Yet  there  was  gathered  a  various  throng 
Out  of  the  crowd,  by  the  tabor's  thrum, 

With  wailing,  and  laughter,  with  silence,  and  song. 
Knowing,  unknowing,  and  shrieking,  and  dumb, 
A  motley  army  to  follow  the  drum. 

Then  where  there  sate  in  quiet 

Some  who  were  sick  with  noise. 

Listening  for  the  summoning  voice, 

Thinking  Death  spoke  in  the  riot. 

He  came — and  a  whisper  of  Lydian  flutes. 

O'er  the  gabble  of  men,  and  the  chatter  of  brutes. 
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Held  the  ears  of  the  weary -hearted, 
And  lightened  to  each  his  labour's  tale ; 

And  each  went  on,  and  a  veil  was  parted, 
And  they  met  the  music  behind  the  veil, 
And  looked — and  the  player  was  mild  and  pale. 


(  26  ) 


SI  DOUCE  EST  LA  MARGUERITE. 

Daisy  of  Scottish  land ! 

Wliose  flower  to  heaven's  strand 

Transplanted  blows, 
From  weary  earth  by  love 
Released,  the  bride  above 

Of  Sharon's  Rose ! 

Pearl  of  the  Northern  Stream ! 
Thee  could  no  eartlily  dream, 

No  pomp  entice, 
Or  woo  thy  constant  mind 
From  Him  whom  thou  didst  find 

The  Pearl  of  price. 

Thou  doubly  crowned  saint ! 
Hear  thou  thy  son's  complaint, 

Hard  is  my  lot ; 
Temptations  hem  me  round. 
Thorns  in  my  path  abound. 

Day  rises  not. 
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Sweet  Mother !  Margaret 
WTieii  foes  my  path  beset 

With,  snares  of  sin, 
When  devils  wait  for  me, 
Pray  thou  especially, 

Pray  for  thy  kin  ! 


(  28  ) 


THE  BLESSING  OF  THE  HAZEL  TREE. 

Alone  in  greenwood  musing, 
The  Virgin  Mother  strayed ; 

That  mother  blest,  on  her  pure  breast 
Her  Holy  Son  was  stayed. 

When  as  there  came  a  tempest, 

No  shelter  might  she  take 
In  hut  or  house,  but  under  boughs, 

AH  in  a  hazel  brake. 

So  when  the  sky  was  smiling, 

Before  she  went  her  way. 
Thus  blessed  she  the  nutting  tree 

With  tassels  red  and  grey. 

'  Blest  be  thy  boughs,  oh  Hazel ! 

'  For  the  kindness  thou  hast  done ; 
'  Sweet  be  thy  seed,  that  in  my  need 

•  Hast  helped  me  shield  my  Son  ! 
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'  Wten  thunder  roareth  loudest, 

'  And  loud  the  tempest  blows, 
'  The  bolts  of  light  shall  spare  to  smite 

'  Where  any  hazel  grows. 

'  For  that  the  living  water 

'  Was  bowered  by  thy  shade, 
'  When  men  with  pain  seek  springs  in  vain 

'  Thy  wood  shall  lend  them  aid. 

'  For  that  the  serpent  queller 
'  Hath  lain  beneath  thy  leaves, 

•  Still  shall  thy  charm  abate  the  harm 
'  Of  snake  that  peasant  grieves. 

'  The  braggart  king  of  serpents 

'  No  more  shall  vex  the  world, 
'  But  under  ground  safe  held  and  bound, 

'  Among  thy  roots  be  curled. 

'  If  by  his  stinging  servants 

'  In  terror  goeth  any, 
'  Shall  hazel  white  heal  adder's  bite, 

'  Thus  be  thy  virtues  many.' 
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And  tlius  of  all  the  woodland 

The  hazel  hath  greatest  grace, 
In  shaugh  or  by  spring,  where  its  branches  spring 

The  shade  is  a  blessed  place. 


(  31  ) 


A  DEYING  SONG. 

Hedge  and  shaugh  are  nisset  and  gold, 

Two  long  lovers  together  lying, 
The  sun  sinks  down  on  the  breast  o'  the  wold, 
Fainting  both,  and  near  to  dying : 
She  is  withered,  and  he  grows  pale, 
For  all  his  kisses  may  naught  avail : 
Eooks  sing  requiem  homeward  flying. 

What  shall  we  hang  to  grace  their  sleep, 

PaU,  or  coverlet,  smock,  or  shroud  .P 
White  snow-fold  shall  cover  her  deep, 
He  shall  weep  in  a  weed  of  cloud ; 
Neither  knows  of  the  sweet  awakinsr. 
Only  knows  of  a  mate's  forsaking  : 
The  wild  wan  water  waiHncr  loud. 


(  32  ) 


A  CAGED  LARK. 

A  BKEAST  with  dim  and  ruffled  feather, 
An  awful  dancing,  devoid  of  mirth, 

A  cry  going  up  through  the  summer  weather, 
Accusing  men,  who  have  spoiled  the  earth. 

His  weary  feet  with  memories  mocking, 
A  smoke-dried  morsel  of  blackened  sod  ; 

As  he  to  the  free  ones  heavenward  flocking 
Is  it  to  the  earth  that  was  blessed  of  God. 

The  crowd  that  pass  his  prison  under 
Declare  him  happy  because  he  sings  ! 

They  are  not  cruel,  they  only  blunder, 

Drink  of  the  river,  nor  think  of  its  springs. 

They  would  loose  him,  shuddering,  rather. 
Could  they  but  rightly  read  his  song, 

How  to  the  common  and  pitiful  Father 
It  cries  for  justice  for  this  his  wrong. 


\ 
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Alas  !  but  accuse  not  me,  my  brother ! 

For  thou  and  I  have  a  common  grief; 
Thou  art  a  prisoner,  I  am  another, 

With  only  our  song  for  our  heart's  relief. 

Thou,  in  the  cage  with  the  narrow  wires, 
Whence  thy  shrill  agony  skyward  peals ; 

I,  on  the  wheel  that  never  tires — 
Alas !  the  bars,  and  the  dull-toothed  wheels  ! 

« 

Alas  !  to  be  caged  in  the  summer  weather ! 

Bound  when  the  fields  in  sunlight  lie ! 
And  oh !  to  be  out  on  the  downs  together, 

I  in  the  bracken,  and  thou  in  the  sky. 


(  34  ) 


SONNET. 

Dragged  in  tlie  triumph  of  the  victor  world 

Now  go  I  chained,  who  thought  the  world  to  chain, 

Above  my  head  her  banners  are  unfurled, 

Her  guards  close-thronging  hide  the  lessening  plain ; 

Up  the  loud  city's  sullen  ways  I  strain. 

How  pleasant  was  that  blink  of  short-lived  light 

To  these  dim  eyes,  grown  bleared  with  length  of  night ! 

But  now,  led  out,  I  find  it  night  again. 

A  Uttle  way  I  saw  the  gates  unfold, 

Leapt  up  to  flee — anon  they  opened  wide, 

And  strong  hands  grasped  me — now  my  course  they 

guide 
Through  this  vile  mob— what  though  my  chains  be 
gold! 
Could  sad  Zenobia  forget  her  palms 
For  that  dtdl  glitter  on  her  weary  arms  ? 


(  35  ) 


SONNET. 

Sat,  mine  own  liand  set  hammer  to  the  bolts 

That  rivet  fetter  upon  foot  and  hand ; 

Say,  mine  own  tongue  hath  doomed  me;  prating  dolts ! 

Think  ye  I  would  have  stooped  to  foe's  command? 

I,  the  free-bom,  such  penance  fitted  best. 

Now  if  ye  cry  '  Behold  the  prisoner !' 

'  Nay,'  answer  I,  '  a  self-invited  guest.' 

Now  if  ye  jeer  because  I  scarce  can  stir 

Beneath  my  chains,  '  These  chosen  gauds,'  I  say, 

'  Are  something  heavy,  truly ;  'tis  my  mood  ! 

'  I  care  not,  I ;  is  not  my  decking  gay  ?' 

Out  on  the  wretch  who  wails  his  servitude  ! 

Shall  I  submit  to  pity  of  the  herd  ? 

Let  the  fox  gnaw,  my  calm  shall  not  be  stirred. 


d2 
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A  NOETHERN  SAILOR'S  HYLIN  TO 
THE  HESPERIDES. 

Under  his  liills  who  holds  the  strong  world  steady. 
In  sunlight  bathing, 

Laid  in  long  grass  that  shows  for  mowing  ready, 
Your  white  waists  swathing, 

Under  your  lawn's  one  crowning  tree  at  ease ; 
Your  long  locks  twined  among  the  grasses  be. 
Where  ye  lie  ever  calm,  oh  sacred  three ! 
Holding  your  watchful  state,  gold-limbed  Hesperides ! 

Each  flower  of  your  tree  receives 

Your  meadow  breath, 
The  blossom,  barren  else,  conceives 

In  throes  of  death ; 
Slain  by  the  passion  of  the  bringing  forth 

They  fall  around  you  as  ye  lie  below. 

Veiling  with  Thule-seeldng  shade  the  glow. 
To  hold  you  from  our  eyes— to  hold  unknown  the  north. 
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Through  that  rose-rain,  and  snow,  on  si^ice-wind  floated, 
Stealeth  a  singing, 

Whence  ye  lie,  poppy -hearted,  amber-throated, 
The  tree  round  ringing. 
Where  all  the  hidden  buds  below,  to  kiss 

Your  sun-bright  limbs,  creep  upward  through  the 

grass; 
Shadows  of  birdless  boughs  above  you  pass. 
Tour  voice  alone  may  time  the  pulsing  of  your  bliss. 

The  fadeless  triumph  of  those  leaves 

No  canker  daunts. 
Among  the  twigs  no  spider  weaves. 

No  vermin  haunts : 
Only  between  the  boughs  a  gleaming  coiling, 

Green  as  the  boughs,  and  golden  as  their  bearing, 

And  crest  like  windy  west  in  sunset  flaring, 
Shows  where  the  sun-drake  wakes  to  shield  your  care 
from  spoiling. 

Gold  fruit,  more  golden  than  the  after-gleaning 
Of  northern  barley, 

He  holds  secure  from  rashness  overweening, 
Or  guileful  parley : 
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Full-ripe  for  plucking  as  your  fruit,  lie  holdetli 
You  among  all  tlie  nymplis  undipped  alone, 
Wliile  every  other  sports  with  loosened  zone, 

Each  rests,  nor  any  arm  her  quiet  heart  enfoldeth. 

Shame  on  his  guard,  with  sleepless  lid 

That  holds  unseen 
The  splendour  of  each  Hesperid,  , 

The  bed  of  green 
Where  hero,  nymph-beloved,  might  lap  for  ever, 

Fed  with  his  spoils  who,  loveless,  wards  love's  blisses. 

Drunk  with  the  savour  of  new -tasted  kisses, 
Forgetting  aught  but  love — grief,  labour,  or  endeavour. 

Honey-mouthed,  grass-becouchen,  flower-hidden. 

Break  through  your  vailing  ! 

Now  the  south  wind  Hfts  up  the  sail,  unbidden. 

From  listless  trailing ; 

The  low  light  striking  off  your  distant  hill 
Flashes  upon  our  wake,  who  journey  forth 
To  wander  cheerless  in  the  watery  north, 

Starlit  alone,  blown  on  by  breezes  damp  and  chill. 
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EICHAED  IN  PEISON. 

Twelve  paces — and  a  wall,  a  blank  wliite  waU ; 

Twelve  paces  back  and  bere  again  a  wall, 

With  one  small  window — and  small  belp  in  tbat ! 

Vby,  bere  tbey  cross  tbe  vent  witb  iron  bars, 

And  bars  take  titbing  of  tbe  air  and  ligbt 

Ttat  come  tbrougb  any  bonest  window-place. 

Atnigbt  tbeir  bulk  divides  tbe  pleasant  breeze, 

Ani  brings  a  broken  air  to  greet  my  cbeek ; 

And  in  tbe  day  tbey  make,  if  sunsbine  comes, 

A  clequered  pattern,  wbere  broad  Hgbt  sbould  be. 

On  doudy  days  tbey  only  vex  my  soul 

Tbat  sbakes  tbem  wildly,  tbougb  my  bands  disdain 

Wors",  in  tbe  nigbt,  for  tben  I  bide  mine  eyes, 

Tbe  ncoordigbt  looks  so  gbastly,  prisoned  out. 

{A  voice  witJwut  sings :) 

The  ladies  loved  the  lion. 

For  he  was  a  gallant  beast, 
He  dranh  to  the  dearest. 
And  kissed  the  nearest. 
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And  praised  the  queen  of  the  feast : 
But  the  lion  hath  passed  from  mortal  Teen, 
The  snarling  jackal  holds  his  den. 

The  people  loved  the  lion, 
For  the  lion  was  true  and  strong. 

The  blow  of  his  paws 

Set  right  the  laws 

That  did  the  people  wrong : 

But  folk  with  tears  may  wash  their  chainsj 

Instead  of  the  lion  the  jackal  reigns. 

We  had  a  prisoner  in  Palestine ; 

We  had  not  many — prisons  are  for  men, 

Corpses  ask  graves — but  we  had  one,  I  knoV. 

They  brought  him  to  my  tent,  a  Bedouin, 

And  he  bent  knee,  and  wept,  and  wrung  his  hands. 

When  I,  in  pity  of  his  noble  form. 

Held  him  to  ransom,  praying  me  for  deatl 

Death  the  most  horrible — impalement — fir* — 

Rather  than  he  should  lose  the  voice  of  mtn, 

And  clamour  of  nature's  sounds,  and  sun  bf  heaven. 

He  said,  for  so  they  told  me,  that  to  live  | 

Shut  in  by  waUs  was  thrice  three  times  a  death. 
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And  prayed  me  I  woixld  give  him  honest  death ! 
A  parting  with  the  sun  upon  his  face, 
The  free  unfettered  breeze  to  fan  his  eyes 
When  they  grew  hot  with  pain,  an  honest  death ! 
He  prayed  me  as  a  man,  and  knowing  men ; 
Whereat  I  laughed  and  lightly  turned  away. — 
I  have  no  laughter  now  for  such  as  he. 

{The  voice  without.) 

Oh,  Richard !  oh,  my  hing, 

Though  hell  itself  beset  thee, 
Though  careless  mother,  and  cruel  brother. 

And  faithless  friend  forget  thee, 
If  blood  of  our  veins  might  loose  thy  chains 

There  were  corpses,  and  none  should  let  thee  ! 

There  is  so  strange  a  singing  in  mine  ears 
As  though  the  voices  of  the  birds  had  words. 
There's  my  old  blackbird  now  can  talk  to  me, 
Out  of  his  pear  tree,  in  his  own  wise  way, — 
Telling  me  how  the  cherries  are  a-glow. 
And  make  him  scorn  his  lately  cherished  feast 
Of  grub  and  bud ; — but  he  talks  only  rhyme, 
And  I  hear  reason. — Is  the  gold  all  spent 
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In  England,  or  are  all  tlie  true  hearts  gone, 

Buried  in  Ascalon,  the  men's  true  hearts  ? 

Then  where  are  all  their  ladies  ?   Wed  with  clowns  ? 

Sweet  Leopold,  if  I  win  home  again. 

Dread  not  lest  I  requite  thy  brotherhood ! 

Good  brother,  if  I  wear  my  crown  again 

Hold  thou  thy  head !  And  thou,  my  lady  mother. 

False  to  my  sire  and  me,  look  to  thyself ! 

{The  voice  without.) 

Tlie  ladies  sleep  for  sorrow. 

The  villeins  wake  and  weep  : 
What  hope  in  their  to-morrow 

For  wolf-betended  sheep  ? 
Only  a  sharpening  of  their  pains. 
Only  a  tightening  of  their  chains, 
A  carrying-off  of  the  whitest  lamhs, 
A  ren  ding  and  tearing  of  tenderest  dams, 

And  no  hold  lion  to  leap. 

Do  not  the  wives  say  in  our  England  now, 
'  Where  is  that  Richard  whom  we  knew  and  loved  ? 
'  Where  is  the  hand  that  laid  the  sceptre  down 
'  To  grasp  our  fingers  ?  Do  they  sleep,  those  eyes 
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'  That  lauglied  to  see  our  beauty,  wliile  our  lords 

*  Grew  prouder  of  our  beauty  for  their  praise  ? 

*  The  voice  that  bid  us  banquet,  is  it  mute  ? 

'  Quenched  in  the  uttering  of  a  rallying  cry  ?' 
Have  they  no  thought  ?     I  loved  all  womankind 
As  knight  may  love,  who  yet  hath  one  pure  dame. 
They  should  remember  me.     The  men  are  gone : 
Some,  the  thrice  blessed,  sleep  in  Palestine, 
Hard  by  their  Master's  tomb ;  and  some  are  drowned. 
Whose  barks  were  not  so  hardy  as  their  hearts ; 
And  some  are  cast  away  on  cruel  shores. 
To  lead  a  dismal  life  of  want  and  war 
Among  the  tribes  who  look  on  them  as  gods, 
These  men  who,  aU  day  toiling  after  food. 
Yet  rise  from  short-snatched  sleep  to  slay,  and  sleep. 
The  men  are  done,  the  men  went  all  with  me : 
Those  two-legged  things  that,  wieldingno  strong  sword. 
Can  wield  no  distaff,  that  would  kneel  and  sue 
To  their  own  ass  and  pray  him  not  to  kick, 
What  reck  they  of  the  lion — Hke  to  like ! 
But  there  were  women  in  our  England  once. 
And  once  there  were  strong  singers,  and  true  folk 
Whom  they  could  rouse,  and  yet  how  lie  I  walled ! 
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{The  voice  without.) 

EM !  la  moA'guerite : 

She  was  so  white  and  sweet. 

That  all  the  meadow-grass  grew  tender 

And  thought  some  fair  thing  to  engender 

On  la  belle  marguerite. 

Ehe  !  la  marguerite  : 

They  crept  around  her  feet. 

They  grew  up  tall  and  waved  above, 

They  said,  '  Our  craft  hath  ivon  our  love, 

'  La  belle  blanche  Marguerite  !' 

Ehe  !  la  marguerite  : 

They  said  '  The  hours  are  fleet : 

'  Let  fall  upon  her  head  our  doivn 

'  And  win  gold  heart  and  silver  crown, 

'  The  dower  of  Marguerite.^ 

Ehe  !  la  marguerite  : 

They  said,  ' '  Tis  right  and  meet 

'  That  m,eadow-grass  with  feather  crown 

'  Should  win  the  darling  of  the  down, 

'  La  belle  blanche  Marguerite  .'' 
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EM  I  la  marguerite  : 

She  had  a  love  discreet. 

The  red  rose,  and  he  climbed  and  shed 

His  leaves  iipon  her  shrinhing  head, 

And  won  la  marguerite. 

Fade  out,  ye  bars,  and  let  the  siuiKght  in ! 
Drop  down,  oil  walls !  that  for  a  little  while 
Have  held  me,  as  the  tomb  held  Whom  I  love : 
Oh,  Christ !  who  sufferedst,  look  down  on  me ! 
I  have  so  suffered,  and  I  bore  it  all ! 
All  the  great  agony  of  shortened  step. 
And  weakened  arm,  and  dulling  of  my  mind, 
Yet  made  no  sign ;  but  now  the  nearing  end 
Hath  well-nigh  slaia  me,  and  I  shake,  and  pant, 
And  weep  as  women  weep. — One  man  is  left. 
One  singer !— Ah !  my  bird,  pipe  golden-voiced, 
With  now  no  sound  of  mocking  in  thy  song 
But  less  of  music ;  I  am  free  as  thou, 
And  can  outsing  thee,  as  my  singer  can 
Who  lures  me  with  the  tune  I  taught  his  lute. 


(46  ) 


THE  DEATH  OF  CYNEWULF. 

Where  Wandle  threads  the  willow-grove, 
{Merton  willows,  they  hend  and  shiver ;) 
There  Hved  a  royal  light-o'-love, 
She  sent  king  Cynewulf  her  glove, 
And  bade  the  hawk  come  mate  the  dove. 
{The  trout  swims  low  in  the  Wandle  river.) 

Their  love  was  told  the  carrion  kite, 

{Merton  willows,  they  bend  and  shiver  ;) 
Was  told  to  Cynaerd,  broken  knight. 
He  lurked  anigh  his  lord  to  smite, 
He  thought  it  long  till  fell  the  night. 

{The  trout  swims  low  in  the  Wandle  river.) 

King  Cynewulf  in  Merton  lay, 

{Merton  tvillows,  they  hend  and  shiver ;) 
All  for  the  love  of  his  lady  gay 
He  neither  recked  of  night  nor  day ; 
Cynaerd  rose  to  take  the  prey. 

{The  trout  swims  low  in  the  Wandle  river.) 
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The  king  arose,  lie  rose  in  haste, 

{Merton  willows,  they  tend  and  shiver ;) 

His  breast  was  bare,  his  shoe  unlaced, 

He  plucked  his  sword  beside  his  waist. 

He  gave  it  traitors'  blood  to  taste ; 

{The  trout  sivims  loio  in  the  Wandle  river.) 

Merrily  swung  the  good  brown  blade, 
(Merton  willotvs,  they  bend  and  shiver ;) 

But  one  to  ten  is  a  sorry  trade, 

In  vain  his  lady  wept  and  prayed, 

'  Ever,  alas  !  will  no  man  aid,' 
(The  trout  swims  low  in  the  Wandle  river.) 

Ten  to  one  are  odds  I  doubt, 

{Merton  ^villows,  they  hend  and  shiver ;) 
They  rallied  round,  the  traitor  rout. 
He  might  not  long  uphold  the  bout, 
A  dagger  let  his  hfe  blood  out. 

{The  trout  swims  low  in  the  Wandle  river.) 

His  lady  moaned,  his  lady  wept, 

{Merton  willows,  they  hend  and  shiver ;) 
The  clash  and  cries  at  length  they  crept 
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Into  tlieir  drowsy  ears  wlio  slept, 
And  wild  they  stared,  and  up  they  leapt ; 
{Tlie  trout  swims  low  in  the  Wandle  river.) 

They  came  thronging  down  the  stair, 

{Merton  willows,  they  hend  and  shiver ;) 
But  half  awake,  and  wholly  bare, 
Their  swords  were  numb,  and  cut  the  air, 
Most  doleful  was  the  slaughter  there ; 

{The  trout  swims  low  in  the  Wandle  river.) 

The  news  hath  sped  with  morning  light, 
(Merton  willows,  they  hend  and  shiver ;) 

All  honest  men  fare  forth  to  fight. 

Led  out  king  Cynewulf  to  right 

By  Osric  duke,  and  Wigfert  knight. 

{The  trout  swims  loio  in  the  Wandle  river.) 

'  Now  come  ye  forth,  aU  kin  of  ours !' 
{Merton  ivillows,  they  hend  and  shiver ;) 

'  Avoid  the  den  where  Cynaerd  cowers  ; 

'  Above  his  head  the  tempest  lowers, 

'  Why  should  ye  fall  when  fall  these  towers  ?' 
{The  trout  swims  low  in  the  Wandle  river.) 


THE  DEATH  OF  CYNEWULF.  49 

'  But  nay,  lie  hatli  our  faith  and  troth !' 
{MeHon  willows,  they  hend  and  shiver ;) 

'  The  King  his  men  to  bow  were  loth, 

'  Shall  their  awaking  shame  our  sloth  ? 

'  Come  loss  or  gain,  we  bide  them  both !' 
{The  trout  swims  low  in  the  Wandle  river.) 

Then  they  went  to  it,  shout  and  clang, 
(Merton  willows,  they  hend  and  shiver ;) 

The  doors  were  shivered  with  the  bang 

Of  trunks  of  trees,  the  arrows  sang, 

Beneath  the  blades  the  armour  rang. 

{The  trout  swims  low  in  the  Wandle  river.) 

Now  back  and  forward  swayed  the  fight, 
{Merton  willows,  they  hend  and  shiver ,-) 

UntU  as  day  drew  on  to  night 

False  Cyneard  feU,  the  dust  to  bite. 

So  wrong  was  quelled,  avenged  the  right. 
{The  trout  swims  low  in  the  Wandle  river.) 

Most  pitiful  it  was  to  see 

{Merton  willows,  they  hend  and  shiver ,-) 
How  kin  with  kin  strove  mortally, 

E 
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And  none  would  hold,  and  none  would  flee, 
Such  might  have  truth  and  treachery. 

( The  trout  swims  low  in  the  Wandle  river.) 

The  son  with  whom  the  Church  had  blessed 

[Merton  willows,  they  bend  and  shiver;) 
Dnke  Osric's  age,  among  the  rest 
Fell  down  a  traitor,  unconfessed : 
God  grant  our  England  peace  and  rest ! 
{The  trout  swims  low  in  the  Wandle  river.) 


( ^^  ) 


UTHER. 

BOOK  I. 

Now  Easter  came,  and  broiight  tlie  sun  in  hand, 
The  Rising-day  when  gladness  grows  to  flood. 
And  bride- wise  clothed  the  hedges  of  the  land 
That  all  too  long  in  widow  garb  had  stood, 
With  wind-blown  wealth  bedecked  the  sallow  sand. 
And  palled  with  flower  of  Pasch  the  gory  mud  ; 

The  spring  brought  rest  to  earth  from  winter's  fighl^ 
As  morn  brings  sleep  to  eyes  that  wake  all  night. 

The  land  lay  down  to  rest,  that  long  had  toiled. 
The  haunting  phantoms  faded  whom  she  fought ; 
Her  children,  who  long  months  had  wept  and  moiled, 
Took  heart  to  taste  the  must  their  labour  wrought ; 
The  Ambron  might  was  quelled,  the  treason  foiled, 
And  heathen  leaders,  into  bondage  brought, 
Both  Osca  and  Eosa,  royal  thralls. 
Must  learn  how  sorely  serfdom's  collar  galls. 

E  2 
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For  Hengist  headless  lay  by  Eldol's  sword, 

And  Horsa  rotting  on  a  wold  of  Kent, 

Kowena  passed,  the  flames  had  claimed  her  lord, 

UnwUling  to  far  shelter  Childric  went ; 

Was  none  might  hate  or  envy  aid  afford. 

So  all  the  land  had  rest  and  full  content. 
To  London,  chiefest  city  towards  the  east. 
King  Uther  boun  him  for  to  keep  the  feast. 

Leave  we  to  tell  of  thousand  beeves,  that  roared 
Beneath  the  axe,  still  sheep,  and  angry  swine. 
How  bottles  saw  the  light  that  grandsires  stored. 
How  piimps  ran  milk  and  conduits  sjDOuted  wine. 
How  ancient  coffers  yawned  to  yield  their  hoard. 
And  rusty  hearths  grew  black  with  smoke  of  pine, 
How  night  and  day  the  chimes  nuwearied  rang. 
Flags  fluttered,  cauldrons  steamed,  and  churchmen 
sang. 

(3h  me  !  it  was  a  goodly  sorry  show. 

The  ruined  city  in  her  brave  array  ; 

From  nodding  roofs  hung  banners  aU  arow. 

On  battered  walls  hung  cloth  and  arras  gay. 

And  shattered  porch  and  arch  to  thickets  grow, 

While  over  those  strange  stains  they  rashes  lay ; 
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The  steeples  tremble,  as  the  peal  outswells, 
With  new  siirprise  at  sound  of  their  own  bells. 

The  paschal  tapers  burned  in  holy  Paul's, 
The  sun  of  March  still  stood  anear  his  height, 
When  brazen  horns,  with  peace  attuned  calls. 
To  banquet  summoned  dame,  and  prince,  and  knight ; 
The  feast  was  spread  within  those  hoary  walls 
Whose  lonely  donjon  men  still  call  '  The  White.' 
Here  revelled  they,  while  serf  and  villein  slept. 
Toasting  the  king  and  Him  whose  day  they  kept. 

It  was  not  then  as  now  a  dreary  keep. 

Where  ghosts  unhouseled  wandering  wring  and  wail, 

Where  echoes  of  lost  weepings  never  sleep, 

And  faces,  long  grown  dust,  make  stout  hearts  quail. 

As  through  the  silent  corridors  there  creep 

Feet  that  on  floor  beat  out  no  warning  tale 

To  mark  how  close  pursued  is  he  who  flies  :       / 
As  yet  'twas  pure,  that  tower  of  agonies.  V^ 

There  were  great  towers  for  fight,  wide  halls  for  plea  - 

sure, 
Guard  rooms  for  fighting  men,  and  bowers  for  dames ; 


54  UTHEB. 

Alleys,  and  groves,  and  lawns  entreating  leisure, 
And  teiTaces  -with  steps  washed  white  by  Thames : 
Close  cells  for  prayer,  strong  vaults  for  holding  treasure, 
Porches,  and  passages,  and  courts  for  games. 

With  butteries,  kitchens,  cellars,  past  the  tale ; 

These  a  broad  bastion  held  into  its  pale. 

There  was  a  hall,  whose  walls  of  marble  stone 
And  floor  were  like  the  banners,  white  and  red, 
Whose  roof  seemed  a  dead  forest,  that  had  grown 
Into  strange  root  and  branch  of  limb  and  head, 
Beneath  whose  dusky  covert,  laughter -blown, 
Wavered  their  banners  who  the  host  had  led. 
Who  now  upon  the  scarlet  couches  lay 
Beside  their  wine,  and  held  their  hohday. 

The  wall  waved  with  wrought  story  of  the  line  : 
Here  Carthage'  queen  lay  on  her  funeral  pyre, 
Here  the  dim  waters  gulfing  sad  Sabrine, 
There  Corineus  tamed  the  giant's  ire. 
Here  Ursula  put  forth  to  seek  her  shrine, 
There  awful  glared  the  seer  without  a  sire  ; 
Huge  dragon  heads  with  teeth  of  beaten  gold 
Held  up  the  heavy  silken  bordered  fold. 
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On  dais  liigh  victorious  ITther  sate, 
Throned  on  a  chair  whose  magic  shapen  mould 
In  semblance  was  that  harbinger  of  fate, 
The  dragon ;   high  in  emerald  coiling  rolled 
His  taU  in  rear,  on  either  side  elate 
Upreared  the  burnished  wings  of  steel  and  gold, 
For  footstool  lay  the  low  be-crouched  head. 
Above  there  waved  St.  George's  cross  of  red. 

There  were  twice  twenty  tables  long  and  wide, 
Where  all  were  seated  in  degree  of  rank, 
Each  knight  beside  his  lady  love  or  bride, 
While  at  their  feet  in  rushes  green  that  sank 
Lay  the  great  hounds,  with  wistful  eyes  and  wide 
That  watched  the  master,  and  thin  quivering  flank; 
And  lower  down  were  gathered  page  and  squire, 
Sitting  above  the  salt  but  owning  higher. 

Beneath  the  salt,  retainers  thronged  the  board. 

Or  lay  at  length  carousing  on  the  flags  ; 

In  every  corridor  much  ale  was  poured, 

In  every  porch  the  beggars  shook  their  rags. 

On  alms  unasked  they  ranted  and  they  roared, 

And  stuffed  with  princes'  food  their  greasy  bags, 
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Despising  meal  and  milk,  drank  liumming  ale, 
And  gorged  on  bustard,  ptarmigan,  and  quail. 

Igerna  !  dark  Igerna  !  Gorlois'  dame. 
Thou  honey -blossom  of  the  western  hills  ! 
What  didst  thou  to  light  up  the  sudden  flame 
Between  the  dragon  wings  that  growing  thrills 
Great  Uther's  limbs,  what  art  hadst  thou  to  tame 
His  wild  and  restless  heart,  with  thee  that  fiUs  ? 
By  thy  virginity  the  lion's  rage 
Is  quelled,  he  seeks  thy  feet  a  trusty  page. 

There  be  three  kinds  of  virgins  in  this  earth  : 

First,  who  are  wedded  to  divinity 

For  love  of  Him  who  came  of  maiden  birth ; 

Next,  who  lament  their  sad  virginity 

For  lack  of  kindred  heart,  or  coffer's  dearth  ; 

Last,  who  to  first  bear  close  affinity, 

True  maids  who  wait  for  wedlock,  and  chaste  wives 
Who  to  their  lawful  lords  have  bowed  their  Uves. 

Igerna,  ringed  maiden,  snooded  dame  ; 
When  he  who  held  her  troth,  full  sore  perplexed, 
Claimed  her  right  hand,  the  land  was  all  aflame 
With  fires  that  told  how  Saxons  Britain  vexed ; 
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Before  the  altar  lay  slie  witliout  shame 
One  moment  in  his  aitns,  alone  the  next : 
So  it  fell  out  that  she,  fuU  six  weeks  wedded, 
Till  now  had  held  her  lonely  bower  unbedded. 

The  king  leans  back  between  the  dragon  wings, 
His  brown  cheek  blushing  with  unwonted  heats, 
In  empty  ear  the  revel's  tumult  sings. 
He  only  hears  his  heart  that  leaping  beats. 
Desiring  hitherto  unfancied  things, 
His  creeping  limbs  are  bathed  in  chilly  sweats. 
His  loose  hand  hardly  stays  the  goblet's  fall. 
By  turns,  his  eyes  grow  dim,  and  burns  each  ball. 

Oh  lust !  hot  handed  fiend,  that  ruling  men 
Dost  make  of  wisest,  fools,  of  truest,  liars. 
Forth  issuing  from  the  ever-yearning  den, 
Waving  thy  torch  inflamed  at  quenchless  fires, 
Luring  with  promised  shelter  from  the  fen 
Lost  wanderers  to  stifle  in  its  mires. 

So  strong  for  others,  for  thyself  so  weak. 

How  on  mankind  thy  vengeance  dost  thou  wreak  ! 

For  Lust  was  soft  Desire  in  Paradise, 

A  comely  sprite,  attending  all  that  breathed. 
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In  bridal  garb,  with  frank  beseeching  eyes, 
Whose  brows  with  rose,  and  myrtle  were  enwreathed ; 
But  when  that  man  had  grown  so  deathly  wise, 
When  the  dread  cherub's  falchion  was  unsheathed, 
Desire,  grown  mad,  a  haggard  devil  grew, 
Fairest  and  foulest  of  the  haunting  crew. 

He  goes  about  to  work  mankind  despite, 
His  wan  cheeks  scorched  with  tears  that  never  tire, 
With  bright  torn  hair,  and  weai*y  eyes,  whose  Hght 
Have  fever's  heat,  with  atrophy's  desire. 
White  clutcliing  hands  that  seek  tho'  grasjjing  tight. 
In  bloody  robe  that  tells  of  wooing  briar ; 
Only  his  voice  is  sweet,  wherewith  he  sings 
To  whom  he  lulls  asleep  with  vampire-wings. 

They  brought  a  horn,  for  so  the  king  ordained. 
Mingled  of  ale  and  honey,  wine  and  spice, 
Which  horn  by  every  chieftain  must  be  drained, 
And  kissed  by  every  lady  blessing-wise. 
That  so  in  loving  bonds  grew  all  constrained. 
And  as  each  quaffed,  his  neighbours  must  arise 
To  guard  the  draught  from  ill  on  either  hand. 
As  was  the  dateless  custom  of  this  land. 
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And  ladies  lipped  the  cup,  and  amorously 

The  lutes  rang  kissingly,  that  men  grew  fain ; 

Anon  the  trumpets  flourished  clamorously 

As  some  strong  knight  th'  inverted  horn  would  drain, 

Those  kissed  full  coyly,  these  drank  valorously, 

We  ne'er  may  see  such  dame  or  knight  again  ! 

Such  was  the  order  of  the  cup  of  grace. 

The  ancient  ordering  of  other  days. 

Now  bhthe  uijsprings  the  jolly  minstrelsy 
As  to  the  king  the  first  they  bear  the  horn. 
The  end  of  grief,  the  golden  time  to  be. 
Loud  harping  chants  Urien,  bard  unshorn, 
Loud  answer  making,  harpers  hundreds  three 
With  voice  and  string  the  burden  have  upborne,, 
Till  men  hold  breath  beyond  the  outer  wall 
To  hear  the  harpers  harping  in  the  hall. 


King  Uther  took  the  beaker,  and  stood  iip, 

Grinding  his  right  heel  on  the  dragon's  crown, 

He  cooled  his  palms  upon  the  beaded  cup. 

And  drank  as  he  his  burning  heart  would  drown ; 

Then  wilder,  brighter,  eye  and  cheek  lit  up, 

With  throat  new  bared,  and  panting  limbs  half  shown. 
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He  stood  before  the  throng,  the  pages  shrank, 
Half- deeming  the  old  god  of  Vineyards  drank. 

The  knights  leant  forward,  breathing  under-hand, 
The  ladies  watched  the  king  to  track  his  eyes, 
The  squires  were  all  agog,  alert  the  band, 
Even  the  jesters  stayed  their  mummeries 
To  wonder  to  what  maid  of  all  the  land 
Should  come  great  Uther's  kiss  for  fruitful  prize  ; 
The  draught  was  done,  in  gasps  the  bidding  came, 
'  Bear  ye  my  greeting  to  Duke  Gorlois'  dame !' 

Then  all  cried  out  '  The  horn  to  Gorlois'  bride  ! 
'  Good  be  the  omen,  honour  and  increase  !' 
And  lutes  made  answer  as  the  drink  she  tried. 
Glad  that  such  sweet  lips  blessed  the  cup  of  peace ; 
But  Gorlois,  where  he  lounged  his  love  beside, 
Gnawed  at  his  beard,  and  frowned  as  ill  at  ease. 
Watching  the  king  he  muttered  angrily 
'  Aye,  Aye  !  the  horn  to  her,  and  what  to  me  ?' 

Igerna  thought  no  ill,  but  sate  again 
To  nurse  the  omen's  promise  in  her  breast. 
The  hope  that  lent  her  cheek  a  summer  stain, 
And  tossed  her  heart  against  her  watchet  vest ; 
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'Twas  said,  the  maid  who  drank  first  of  the  train 
With  a  brave  son  should  ere  a  year  be  blest ; 

She  blushed,  they  cheered,  but  Gorlois  chafed  and 
fumed, 

He  guessed  what  flame  his  leader's  youth  consumed. 

And  he  who  in  the  battle  spread  his  shield 

To  ward  the  darts,  lest  one  should  harm  his  king, 

Who  held  it  joy  with  him  to  lie  a-field. 

Fed  with  raw  carrion,  and  eft-haunted  spring, 

Whose  truth  nor  threat  nor  promise  made  to  yield, 

Now  eyed  his  rival  like  an  evil  thing ; 

In  want,  by  fellowship,  their  love  had  waxed, 
In  ease,  by  rivalry,  its  bonds  were  laxed. 

He  got  but  little  comfort  from  his  watching. 
He  only  saw  the  king's  intent  more  plainly, 
Who  sate  a-dry,  while  others  were  despatching, 
Or  if  he  drank  'twas  to  Igema  mainly ; 
The  minstrels  hymned  her  charms  as  past  the  matching. 
But  health,  and  song,  and  eye,  attacked  her  vainly. 
She  gazed  up  at  her  lord  in  guileless  pride, 
Thinking  the  homage  ofi"ered  to  his  bride. 
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And  when  they  brought  her  dishes  from  the  king 
She  turned  to  Gorlois,  and  would  have  him  taste, 
And  when  of  her  the  bards  began  to  sing 
She  felt  his  stout  arm  tighten  round  her  waist, 
And  smiled  on  him,  and  on  her  golden  ring. 
Whereat  awhile  liis  gloomy  frown  was  chased ; 
At  length  no  more  his  tongue  he  might  rebuke 
To  peace,  and  thus,  uprising,  spake  the  duke: 

'  Sir  King !  the  dawn  draws  onward  to  the  day, 
'  The  torches  to  my  eyes  bum  something  low, 
'  The  wine  grows  sour,  and  harsh  the  minstrel's  lay, 
'  I  pray  your  grace  to  give  us  leave  to  go. 
Ere  night  I  would  be  well  upon  my  way, 
'  And  weary  women  needs  must  travel  slow ; 
'  My  lady  fain  would  gather  strength  by  sleep 
'  That  we  may  quicker  reach  our  Cornish  keep.' 

The  king,  at  first  who  listened  with  a  smile, 

In  stammering  haste  broke  in,  from  Ups  all  white, 

'  How  can  we  miss  the  prop  of  all  the  Isle  ! 

'  If  lights  burn  dim,  more  needs  that  eyes  be  bright, 

'  If  our  poor  harpers  can  no  more  beguile, 

'  List  to  thy  lady's  voice,  and  win  delight. 
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'  If  gall  there  seem  within  the  wine  or  meat, 
'  Taste  thou  her  lips,  I  warrant  they  be  sweet ! 

'  Small  courtesy  it  is  to  fly  thine  host 

'  As  if  his  wearying  demanded  rest, 

'  If  for  Igerna  it  concern  thee  most, 

'  Our  house  hath  bowers,  and  hers  shall  be  the  best ; 

'  I  swear  that  to  the  Eve  of  Pentecost 

'  To  feast  and  sport  abideth  every  guest ; 

'  Then,  Cornwall,  think  no  more  to  wend  thy  way, 
'  I  charge  thee  on  thy  loyalty  thou  stay  !' 

Quoth  Gorlois,  twitching  of  his  russet  beard, 
'  Stay  he  who  will !  I  go,  in  strife  or  peace, 
'  I  wlQ  not  that  my  one  ewe  lamb  be  sheared 
'  By  any  thief  who  roves  to  seek  a  fleece, 
'  No  stranger  by  her  sporting  shall  be  cheered, 
'  Nor  feasts  she  wolf,  here  is  no  queen  of  Greece  ! 
'  Though  she  be  fair  as  Bathsheba  of  old, 
'  Of  me  the  Hittite's  tale  shall  ne'er  be  told ! 

'  Here  have  I  those  to  back  me,  stark  and  stout, 
'  Wait  but  my  word  this  wanton  town  to  wreck  !' 
With  that  he  wound  his  stalwart  arm  about 
The  trembUng  girl  who  hung  upon  his  neck, 
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Leapt  from  tlie  table,  and,  witli  one  great  shout. 

His  Cornish  men  closed  round  them  at  his  beck, 
And  through  the  portal  like  a  gust  of  wind 
Rushed  the  wild  duke,  with  all  his  force  behind. 

Fast  from  the  throne  himself  hath  Uther  hurled, 
To  follow  after  and  fetch  back  the  prize. 
His  yellow  hair  a-bristle  whence  it  curled 
About  his  neck, — blood-red  his  sea-deep  eyes, 
I     And  loud  he  cries,  '  Why  rests  my  banner  furled  ? 
'  Why  sit  ye  still,  and  gape,  for  shame  arise ! 
'  Or  stay  ye  here  while  I  alone  fare  forth 
'  And  bring  my  lady  back  to  price  your  worth  I' 

The  crowd  who  gazed  astonished,  stirred  below. 
Each  seeking  of  his  neighbour  where  to  wend, 
One  asked  what  ailed  the  king  ?  one,  who  his  foe  ? 
More,  what  had  chanced  Duke  Gorlois  to  offend  ? 
A  few,  who  knew  the  feud,  to  move  were  slow, 
'  Should  we  not  each'  they  thought  'our  fame  defend?' 
Happy  themselves  in  richness  of  the  hearth, 
They  hasted  not  to  work  another's  dearth. 

But  now  their  ruler  must  not  stand  alone. 
Come  weal  or  woe,  come  right  or  any  wrong, 
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Begins  a  clank  of  steel,  the  tables  groan 
Beneath  their  hands  who  press  them,  rising  strong, 
Squires  seek  their  arms,  the  bearded  prophets  moan, 
Bending  to  raise  on  high  the  gathering  song ; 

A  moment  more  had  shown  the  opening  day 

End  of  a  feast,  beginning  of  a  fray. 

When,  as  wild  Uther  strode  between  the  tables, 
Came  one  and  grasped  hiTn  fearless  by  the  arm, 
Holding  him  as  strong  ships  by  slender  cables 
Are  held  from  dashing  of  themselves  on  harm, 
His  voice  like  those  sea  witches  of  old  fables, 
Bound  the  stout  limbs  from  moving  with  its  charm. 
His  puny  frame  beside  the  monarch's  bulk 
Showed  hke  a  pinnace  by  a  battle  hulk. 

This  was  Caradoc's  son  who  stopped  the  fray, 
Ulfin  by  name,  of  small  and  slender  make ; 
Though  young  in  years,  long  locks  of  dapple  gray 
Hung  round  his  dull  white  face,  and  like  a  snake 
His  eyes  were  round  and  cold,  men  wont  to  say 
They  yearned  to  bless  themselves  whene'er  he  spake, 
Yet  he  was  shrewd  of  counsel,  and  they  hung 
Upon  his  words ;  thus  spake  the  silver  tongue  : 
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'  What  ails  tlie  miglity  son  of  Constantine  ? 
'  Whither  away  in  such  a  Bedlam  mood  ? 
'  Must  the  new  sun  upon  thy  dragon  shine 
'  Because  a  parting  guest  was  something  rude  ? 
'  Becomes  it  thee,  for  that  he  scorned  thy  wine, 
'  To  make  the  very  jesters  mirthful  food  ? 
'  Let  him  depart,  the  churl!' — 'Tea,  let  him  pack!' 
Said  Uther,  '  so  he  send  my  lady  back !' 

'  He  will  not  send  her,'  said  Caradoc's  son, 
'  I  know  his  jealous  mood,  but  he  may  bring. 
'  By  now  his  jDassion  its  fierce  course  hath  run, 
'  And  of  his  breast  hath  shame  the  governing, 
'  Now  in  his  eyes  this  'vantage  he  hath  won 
'  Shows  but  a  dearly-bought,  light-valued  thing, 
*  Cursing  his  haste  and  folly,  in  his  hall 
'  He  sits  by  now,  and  muses  ou  his  fall. 

'  Guard  thou  thyself  from  end  of  his  despair, 
'That  he,  grown  reckless,  throw  not  off  thy  ties; 
'  Speak  but  a  word,  thou  easest  him  of  care, 
'  Wlien  thy  fair  word  his  gnawing  doubt  belies 
'  He  in  all  haste  shall  kneeling  seek  thy  chair, 
'  So  hast  thou  ancient  vassal  and  new  prize  : 
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'  Let  but  thy  herald's  summons  greet  his  ear, 
*  Charging  him  of  his  love  to  meet  thee  here. 


*  Yet  it  were  well,  for  he  thy  might  hath  slighted, 
'  That  thou  decide  condition,  time,  and  place ; 
'  Let  it  be  written,  that  if  he  invited 
'  Come  not  in  seven  days,  he  find  no  grace, 
'  But  all  his  lands  be  forfeit,  he  indicted, 
'  And  thou  proclaimed  sole  heir  of  all  his  race : 
'  But  at  this  present,  publish  not  the  threat, 
'  Lest  his  rebellious  pride  submission  let.' 

So  counselled  Ulfin,  and  it  pleased  the  king, 
He  thought  to  win  his  love  and  keep  his  friend. 
"Where  wert  thou  then,  0  lord  of  visioniug. 
The  only  man  who  warning  aid  might  lend  ? 
Great  Merlin !  whither  didst  thou  wandering, 
Unknowing  in  thy  knowledge,  calmly  wend. 
Leaving  the  hothead  chief  alone  with  hell. 
That  worked  with  choicest  wand  its  chiefest  spell. 

When  heU  has  noble  mind  in  view  for  prey, 
Full  cunningly  its  lord  dons  angel  wings, 
Then  plausibly  steps  forth  in  open  day, 
Knowing  his  victim  shuns  all  hidden  things, 
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And  boldly  in  his  path  doth  timbers  lay, 
And  round  him  cords  and  heavy  tackle  flings, 
For  the  brave  heart,  too  sure  in  willing  well, 
Scorns  danger  seen,  and  thinks  to  conquer  heU. 

And,  looking  ever  for  some  subtle  snare, 
Goes  on,  and  stumbles,  and  is  in  the  deeps, 
Then  soiled,  and  dazed,  looks  on  the  thorns  that  tear. 
With  grief  desponding,  sits  him  down  and  weej^s ; 
Whereby  it  chanceth  hell  may  lose  its  care, 
For  only  lost  is  he  who  lies  and  sleeps. 
But  weeping  being  done,  the  weeper  rises, 
And  walks  again,  more  wary  of  surprises. 

Yet  haply  stumbles  on  the  nearest  log. 
Or  struggles  helpless  in  the  nearest  net ; 
So  be  he  lie  not  wallowing  as  a  hog, 
Or  take  the  bait  for  food,  hell  loses  yet. 
Firm  footing  is  to  find  around  the  bog. 
Cords  are  for  cutting,  though  they  close  beset, 
So  may  he  hardly  reach  his  journey's  goal. 
And  wondering  rest  at  last,  poor  weary  soul ! 

Satan  would  catch  a  true  and  steadfast  soul : 
He  baits  his  trap,  oh,  liar  !  with  a  friend. 
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Who,  innocent,  but  working  like  the  mole, 
Makes  aU  the  footing  false,  nor  knows  the  end ; 
Or  else  the  fiend  his  cnnning  will  enroU 
In  some  one  trusted,  then  who  may  defend  ? 
Only  a  faithfnl  lover,  who,  far-sighted. 
Can  lift  the  lost  head,  guide  the  mist-benighted. 

But  Merlin  was  afar,  and  Ulfin  ruled, 
Therefore  did  Uther  trusting  take  his  word ; 
He  sent  the  herald,  then  with  guile  befooled 
Kissed  the  snake-face,  and  swore  upon  his  sword 
'  His  land  is  thine,  my  Ulfin  !  I  am  schooled 

*  By  thee  to  wisdom ;  goodly  gear  is  stored 

*  In  little  bulk ;  if  he  refuse  my  grace 

'  Thou  shalt  be  lord  of  Cornwall  in  his  place.' 

But  Ulfin  bowed  him  down,  dissembling  joy, 
And  said, — 'It  must  not  be,  it  were  unseeming, — 
'  Men  would  aver  he  sought  the  duke's  annoy, — 

*  'Twas  of  his  love, — he  would  not  men  were  deeming,' — 
In  generous  wrath  the  king  broke  in,  '  Parfoy  ! 

'  My  sword  is  witness  to  my  oath,  yet  teeming 
'  With  stranger  blood ;  but  Gorlois  hither  trend : 
'  Thou  shalt  be  duke,  I  need  one  faithful  frienc 
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With  that  he  turned  him  to  his  throne  again, 
Bidding  the  singers  shrill,  and  wine  abound ; 
Then  all  arose  and  drank  in  mickle  pain. 
Listening  between  each  draught  to  hear  the  sound 
Of  heralds'  trumps,  for  all  of  peace  were  fain. 
And  longed  that  in  this  tossing  rest  were  found; 
At  last  they  heard  a  far-off  clarion  blown. 
That  in  a  far-off  flourishing  died  down. 

Halfway  the  beakers  rested,  brows  were  bent, 
The  tame  grew  paler,  ruddier  the  wild ; 
Ah,  well  a  day  for  Uther's  good  intent. 
Of  evil  counselling  the  puling  child ! 
They  knew  the  wary  bird  would  not  be  hent. 
The  true  man  by  the  false  was  unbeguiled, 

And,  wringing  hidden  hands  for  coming  trouble. 
Joyed  that  such  issue  waited  counsels  double. 

The  harpers  rested  by  their  silent  strings 
To  raise  the  welcoming  or  gathering  song. 
The  king  sat  leaning  from  the  dragon  wings. 
His  hot  eyes  for  his  ancient  friend  must  long. 
And  half  his  heart  repented  of  those  things 
It  thought  but  now,  but  half  abjured  the  wrong, 
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A  moment  lie  had  spoken,  hell  were  baulked, 

But  the  door  swung,  and  through  the  herald  stalked: 

'  Sir  King !  the  walls  around  have  heard  our  cry, 
'  At  Gorlois'  palace-gates  our  call  is  sounded, 
'  Through  silent  courts  and  still  the  echoes  fly, 
'  From  waU  to  waU  through  emptiness  rebounded, 
'  Dull  are  the  lattices,  the  troughs  are  dry, 
'  No  chimneys  smoke,  in  porch  no  pikes  are  grounded, 
'  The  gates  gape  idly  all  to  entertain, 
'  For  Gorlois  pricketh  west,  with  slackened  rein. 

'  This  know  I,  when  none  came  to  give  debate 
'  We  knew  the  hall  was  masterless,  and  turned, 
'  When  at  the  eastern  wall,  by  Lud  his  gate, 
'  A  country- seeking  menyie  we  discerned, 
'  And  knew  the  duke,  surrounded  by  his  state, 
'  Then  spoke  I, — but  thy  proffered  love  he  spurned, 
'  Reining  his  horse,  with  mocking  laugh  he  swung 
'  His  axe  in  air,  and  down  his  gauntlet  flung. 

'  "  Go  back,"  quoth  he,  "  go  back,  thou  painted  jay ! 

' "  Bearing  yon  token  to  thy  master  kite, 

' "  Fly,  or  I  give  thee  guerdon  for  thy  way, 

'  "  Our  chargers'  bridles  sharp  as  tooth  can  bite, 


72  UTHEB. 

'  "  Tell  the  hen-harrier  he  has  lost  his  prey, 
' "  The  dove  is  flo-wn ;  see  there,  thou  caitiff  knight ! 
* "  In  yonder  litter  sleeps  my  wife,  such  bed 
'  "  Must  ladies  find,  when  truth  the  hall  has  fled." 

'  Sounded  his  trumpeters,  the  rebel  rout, 

*  Shouting  defiance,  closed  around  the  Htter, 

'  Through  the  dark  yawning  arch  the  pomp  swept  out ; 

'  With  spears  advanced  they  ride,  and  caps  that  glitter 

'  Beneath  the  reddening  cressets,  yeomen  stout, 

'  Whose  heads  for  shoulders  than  for  spikes  are  fitter. 

'  They  passed,  I  turned,  and  hither  come  to  thee 

'  To  claim  redress  for  this  foul  infamy ! 

'  By  thee  alone,  oh  king  !  the  scorn  is  earned, 
'  If  this  vain  malapert  go  free  of  schooHng  ; 
'  Into  thy  herald's  soul  his  taunts  have  burned, 
'  I  hold  his  words  but  idle  Easter  fooling; 
'  Mercy  to  folly,  peace  to  sloth  are  turned, 
'  Take  up  his  gauntlet,  or  lay  down  thy  ruling  ! 
'  To  suffer  was  no  use  of  thy  great  line  !' 
'  Nay,'  said  the  quiet  king,  '  nor  is  it  mine. 

'  Come  hither,  Ulfin :'  the  deceiver  rose 
From  where  he  closely  listening  sat  behind. 
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Came  to  the  throne,  and  knelt,  with  such  a  gloM__ 
Of  down  dropped  eyes  as  if  he  will  resigned. 
While  the  pale  face  bent  down  to  him  so  close 
That  golden  hair  and  grey  grew  intertwined, 
The  eyes  so  cold  but  now  grew  bright  and  warm 
As  ocean  kissed  by  sunlight  after  storm. 

No  word,  but  round  about  the  bended  neck. 
Outstretching  arms,  fond  Uther  clasped  his  hands. 
Better  a  halter  might  that  throat  bedeck, 
So  still  were  all,  you  might  have  heard  the  sands 
Slipping  from  glass  to  glass  the  time  that  check ; 
Still  lay  the  captive  in  those  loving  bands, 
Had  he  one  moment  caught  those  tender  eyes 
Even  his  cold  heart  must  himself  despise. 

Was  none  the  dullest  now  but  knew  the  feud. 
None  the  most  hopeful  but  might  guess  the  end, 
The  king  had  shown  the  road  must  be  pursued. 
The  broad  red  road  whence  some  must  never  wend, 
All  read  his  hate,  all  read  his  purpose  lewd. 
Knew  to  worse  war  that  this  short  truce  must  tend, 

All  too  but  he  knew  how  his  tutor  worked ; 

He  spoke  full  soft  and  low,  as  silence  irked  : 
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'  "Wilt  thou  be  dumb,  ob  wise  bumility  ? 
*  Wilt  tbou  uot  look  on  bim  tby  wit  batb  saved  ? 
'  Tby  pupil  waits  tby  praise  for  bis  docility, 
'  Tby  lord  would  tbank  tbee,  who  bis  fuiy  braved ; 
'  I  sbould  look  down,  not  tbou  wbose  true  nobility 
'  Rebuked  my  vulgar  passion  wbile  I  raved ; 
'  Look  up  on  me,  and  cease  my  joy's  eclipse, 
'  Let  eyes  of  tbine  meet  mine,  tby  Hps  my  lij)s  !' 

Tben  in  tbe  pause,  as  ligbts  were  burning  dim, 
Ulfin  looked  up,  and  knew  tbe  king  was  lost ; 
Just  so  mucb  of  tbe  man  was  left  in  bim 
As  beckoned  bfe  into  bis  cbeek  of  gbost. 
For  nitb  of  wbom  be  beld  in  toilings  gi'im, 
Even  bis  cold  beart  scarce  bad  told  tbe  cost, 
He  sbuddered,  and  let  fall  bis  eyes  again, 
Tben  Utber  spoke  in  wondering,  careful  pain : 

'  Wby  blencbest  tbou  ?     Come,  warm  tbee  at  my  beart !' 

'  I  felt  as  some  one  strode  across  my  grave,' 

Said  Ulfin ;  tben  a  cry  made  all  to  start, 

As  old  Urien  from  bis  barp  'gan  rave, 

'  Aye  !  in  far  Cornwall  sbarpened  is  tbe  dart, 

'  Fast  fall  tbeir  footsteps  by  tbe  western  wave !' 
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So  died  his  voice,  anew  tlie  king  began, 

'  Arouse  thee,  Duke  of  Cornwall !  play  the  man ! 

'  Fill  me  a  draiight;' — they  filled,  the  king  arose, 
'  Ulfin,  Caradoc's  son,  I  drink  to  thee  ! 
'  Great  Cornwall's  Duke,  rest  only  in  this  pose 
*  Till  thoii  do  homage  for  estate  and  fee, 
'  Then  rise,  and  dress  thee  to  drive  out  those  foes 
'  Who  keep  from  thee  thy  land,  my  love  from  me ; 
'  Hear,  knights  !  the  feast  is  done,  the  peace  has  sped, 
'  The  lion  roars  for  prey,  and  must  be  fed !' 

The  glittering  di'agon  towers  masterless. 

Long  lines  of  red  run  all  along  the  floor, 

Like  streams  of  blood  that  from  the  throne  them  dress 

To  flood  the  country  by  the  western  door. 

As  the  guests  rising  after  Uther  press, 

Upstretching  whine  the  hounds,  and  forth  they  pour. 
Lady  and  knight  ahke  most  eloquent. 
Most  sUent- clamorous,  in  their  mute  dissent. 

The  dawn  looked  in  above  the  tapestries, 

A  breathing  of  the  morning  breached  the  porches. 

The  flgures  on  the  arras  seemed  to  rise. 

From  tower,  from  whelming  wave,  from  flame  that 
scorches, 
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Wringing  of  woven  hands,  with  glaring  eyes, 
Beneath,  the  flicker  of  the  smoky  torches, 

From  the  nnstricken  harps  low  wailings  crept, 
As  they  by  parting  angel's  wing  were  swept. 

The  dawn  lay  ghostly  on  the  j^alace  tower. 
Already  through  the  courts  the  news  had  been, 
Who  looked  from  turret,  or  from  latticed  bower 
Saw  the  long  lances  bar  the  tender  green, 
The  green  all  blossomed  into  pride  and  power, 
Scarlet  and  gold,  the  vanes  flashed  fiery  sheen, 
And  when  the  sun,  slow  creeping  down  the  wall, 
Lit  in  the  yard,  he  burnished  brand  and  maul. 

Thus  did  the  horn  of  peace  give  note  of  war. 
Thus  ease  got  care,  thus  love  got  love's  undoing ; 
No  knight  but  ready  hailed  the  morning  star, 
No  dame  but  armed  her  love,  nor  thought  of  suing; 
What  hearing  is  for  sobs  in  battle's  jar  ? 
What  room  for  private  care  with  war  a-brewing  ? 
Say  they  but  helped  their  lord  to  work  his  shame, 
I  blame  them  not ;  let  cold-blood  sophists  blame  ! 

Now  is  no  time,  if  ever  time  there  were, 
For  crying  out  on  loyalty  in  men  ! 
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WHen  Freedom  scarce  can  breathe  the  thickening  air, 
Poisoned  with  belchings  from  that  murky  den 
Whence  the  slime-dragon,  howling  in  his  lair, 
Seems  prompt  to  burst  upon  our  straining  ken, 

The  many-headed  worm,  and  Freedom  flees, 

Seeking  in  vara  a  second  Hercules. 

When  each  rude  hand  of  traitor  or  of  clown 
Is  stretched  to  scatter  the  red  rose's  pride. 
When  pale  grow  all  the  rubies  of  our  crown, 
When  our  green  oak,  that  was  so  fair  and  wide, 
Rocks  to  the  storm  with  creaking  boughs  and  brown, 
And  the  shore  softens  with  the  rising  tide, 
When  all  held  holy,  true,  or  choice  of  yore, 
Lewd  tongue  must  question,  and  vaiu  hand  explore. 

The  fire-red  dragon,  the  pale  ashen  steed. 

The  antelope,  the  leopards,  all  are  dead ; 

The  kiug  of  beasts  came  forth  to  claim  his  meed. 

To  quench  his  craving  thirst  their  blood  was  shed ; 

But  now,  how  lieth  he  in  hour  of  need  ! 

Must  he  too  pass,  what  might  when  his  has  fled  ? 

The  lion  lieth  sick,  and  herds  of  asses 

Flout  him  with  throat  and  heel,  the  scandal  passes  ! 
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The  lion  lieth  sick ;  in  fevered  slumber 
He  dimly  knows  tlie  passing  of  his  gloiy ; 
How  idly  tliat  huge  bulk  the  earth  doth  cumber, 
How  weak  are  those  great  limbs  tb  at  wrought  bis  story! 
And  quacks  throng  round  about  him  past  the  number, 
While  ever  fainter  grows  the  monarch  hoary ; 
Shall  this  his  sleep  be  death,  or  medicining, 
Fit  him  for  earth,  or  nerve  to  newest  spring  ? 

Oh  lion !  whilome  champion  of  the  right, 

Oh  wave-watched  lion  of  the  oak  forest ! 

Shall  thunder  never  come  to  kill  the  blight  ? 

Woe  for  thy  palsy  counterfeiting  rest ! 

Woe  for  the  glut  that  stays  thee  from  the  fight ! 

Woe  for  the  harrying  of  the  raven's  nest ! 

Woe  for  each  royal  whelp  who  nursed  thine  age 
Flung  forth  by  thee  to  sate  the  jackal's  rage ! 

High  up  the  clouds  are  gathering  in  the  sky, 

The  royal  limbs  twitch  strongly  through  the  sleeping, 

The  levin-bolts  are  stored,  the  waking  nigh, 

New  sap  along  the  withered  boughs  is  leaping  ; 

The  lion  shall  arise,  the  asses  fly, 

With  traitor  jackals  into  shelter  creeping. 
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At  worst  he,  maddeuing  to  a  dying  spring, 
Shall  crush  his  foes,  and  falling  fall  a  king. 

The  ravens  brood  o'er  blessed  Avalon, 
Why  stays  he,  the  king-raven,  from  onr  shore  P 
Is  it  not  time  the  shattering  lightning  shone 
To  free  the  prophet  from  the  oaken  core  ? 
Is  it  not  time,  when  valour's  race  is  run, 
And  truth  and  manhood  rule  not  any  more. 
That  Arthur  come,  to  band  the  faithful  few 
Who  wait  a  leader,  kingship  to  renew  ? 

His  land  is  still  the  same  ;  the  plains  have  corn, 

The  streams  sing  seaward,  and  the  mountains  pray ; 

In  holy  Glastonbury  still  the  thorn 

Blossoms  upon  the  very  Christmas-day, 

Laughing  the  little  arts  of  men  to  scorn, 

Who  thought  with  pens  strong  Nature's  course  to  stay. 
Poor  Gotham  folk  !  forsooth  the  year  must  wax 
And  wane  with  altering  of  your  almanacks ! 

Come,  Arthur  !  end  the  reign  of  craft  and  guile. 
Though  thy  new  coming  earth's  last  shrouding  weaves  ; 
Let  psalm  again  wake  old  lona's  isle. 
The  sweet  white  cloud  curl  round  those  holy  eaves ; 
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Let  the  great  wave  gulf  down  tlie  Fated  Isle, 
Washing  the  crimson  from  the  shamrock's  leaves  ; 
Only  do  thou  from  ont  this  shameless  peace 
Bring  healing  war,  from  war  that  bronghtest  ease. 

Thus  lust,  and  treason  worked  this  war's  beginning, 
Whose  end  by  love,  and  soothfastness  was  crowned. 
The  midnight  prowler  from  his  sieve  of  sinning 
Haphazard  sowed  mixed  seed  in  wholesome  ground, 
Yet  in  the  harvest  tares  that  lacked  of  thinning 
Choked  the  good  grain,  in  noisome  tendrils  bound ; 
But  in  long  years  came  this,  as  yet  the  bride, 
UncHpped  of  man,  doth  lone  in  litter  ride. 

But  late  the  king  must  weep,  and  early  wring. 

Cursing  the  ever-weaving  fingers  deft ; 

From  his  life's  fruit  the  bloom  hath  taken  wing, 

Only  the  dull  use  of  the  pulp  is  left, 

No  other  friend  shall  any  future  bring, 

Alone  he  lives,  of  solacing  bereft. 
Alone  for  evermore,  whate'er  befall. 
Mute  or  in  mirth,  in  closet  or  in  hall. 

Oh  sing  no  more  of  Love  as  wanton  boy. 
The  son  of  Beauty,  blind,  or  feather  brained, 
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Who  wields  his  bow  but  as  an  idle  toy, 
With  shafts  by  chance,  or  sport,  at  random  rained, 
An  imp  who  works  for  woman  man's  annoy. 
Whose  end  by  gain  is  lost,  by  losing  gained ; 
This  child  is  only  one  of  Love's  Hght  pages 
Who  apes  his  lord,  the  elder  than  all  ages. 

Before  the  vapours  crowned  Olympian  tops 
Love  sat  above  the  earth  his  bow  to  bend, 
Before  the  reign  of  Saturn  and  of  Ops 
Love  was.  Love  is,  and  Love  shall  see  the  end : 
How  goes  he  ?  with  true  eye  that  often  drops. 
With  strong  hand  that  oft  qiiivers,  hard  and  hend, 
A  grave  and  steadfast  youth  untouched  of  years, 
With  subtle  laughter  in  his  voice  and  tears ; — 

Hath  many  sons ;  on  Chance  he  got  Desire, 
On  Beauty,  that  vain  boy's  beatitude 
Who  mocks  his  state ;  he  is  the  lawful  sire 
Of  Truth,  whom  he  begot  on  Gratitude ; 
But  sooth  to  say  their  lineage  would  tire. 
Are  they  not  known  ? — the  telling  were  but  platitude ; 
Name  we  alone  his  firstborn,  his  delight. 
Begot  of  Mystery,  and  Friendship  hight. 
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Ah  Friendsliip !  potency  most  masculine, 
That  scarce  on  woman  cleign'st  to  turn  an  eye, 
The  only  god,  as  sages  well  divine, 
That,  ruling  life,  dost  rule  as  though  we  die, 
Friendship  that  makest  soul  for  soul  to  pine, 
Without  account  of  state,  or  low  or  high. 
Without  account  of  body,  foul  or  fair, 
Art  thou  that  Love  himself,  or  but  his  heii'  ? 

If  Love  be  truth,  what  causeth  such  a  showing 
Of  close  hearts'  secrets  as  the  love  of  friends? 
If  Love  be  knowledge,  where  is  any  knowing 
Like  theirs  who  work  to  shajDC  each  other's  ends  ? 
If  Love  be  service,  pity  ever  flowing. 
Thought  that  prevents,  or  will  that  willing  bends, 
Where  may  such  service,  care,  or  charity, 
Be  found  on  earth  as  in  true  friendship  be? 

How  can  I  choose  but  hymn  thee  ?  I  thy  priest, 
Whom  thou  long  since  from  out  thine  acolytes 
Didst  choose  to  serve  before  thee  at  the  feast, 
In  hidden  crypt  to  celebrate  thy  rites. 
In  scroll  whose  bands  by  blood  must  be  released 
To  read  thy  lore,  unknown  of  earthly  wights, 
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In  inmost  shrine  to  bear  tlie  mystic  torch, 
While  crowds  bewildered  grope  in  outer  porch. 

I  tend  my  lamp,  not  with  an  anxious  shading, 
Or  nursing  of  the  wick,  weak  light  to  gender, 
The  open  sunlight  gives  the  ilame  no  fading. 
The  winds  of  night  but  fan  it  into  splendour. 
So  that  its  witness  may  rebuke  upbraiding 
Of  scoffing  world,  that  mocks  all  true  and  tender, 
A  beacon  answered  from  that  distant  shore. 
Whence  its  twin  pharos  beckons  evermore. 

•  Christ,'  says  good  Master  Herbert,  '  had  his  John,' 
'  David  his  Jonathan,  but  love  is  lost.' 
Sure  he  was  hard  to  please,  or  saw  the  sun 
Through  a  foul  window  all  with  flaws  becrossed. 
Whereby  the  light,  that  still  unbroken  shone 
In  the  free  air,  was  split,  or  duU  at  most : 
I  must  deny  the  ending  of  the  hght 
Who  watch  the  red  west,  till  the  east  be  bright. 

While  in  the  great  expanse  that  lies  between. 
The  moon  of  memory  hangs  bright  for  cheering, 
Whereon  I  gaze ;  how  sweet  the  day  has  been ! 
How  sweet  will  be  the  morrow,  end  of  fearing ! 
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A  moon  that  knows  no  wane,  still  clear  and  sheen : 
All  in  the  hush  of  time  upon  my  hearing 
Falls  the  faint  echo  of  thy  well-known  speech, 
Like  falling  of  far  waves  upon  the  beach. 

Oh  my  lost  lover !  is  it  even  so  ? 

Is  echo  all  my  guerdon  evermore  ? 

Will  not  the  sun  arise,  the  darkness  go  ? 

This  moon  lacks  heat,  all  borrowed  is  her  store  ; 

Will  not  the  morning  breezes  ever  blow  ? 

Will  my  sun  rise  again  upon  this  shore. 

This  shore  of  earth  on  which  from  sight  it  sank, 
Or  must  I  hail  it  from  the  river  bank  ? 

What  had  the  mountain  prince,  the  loved  Apostle, 
Wliat  any  type  of  friend,  that  thou  wert  wanting  ? 
Clear-eyed,  and  sweet  of  voice  as  new-fledged  throstle, 
Lovely  and  strong  as  cedar  of  God's  planting. 
Firm-footed  'mid  the  crowd  that  sway  and  jostle, 
Swiffc-tongued,  and  vahant  to  behe  their  canting : 
Thy  loyalty  it  needs  not  I  should  praise, 
How  should  the  sun  have  other  than  bright  rays  ? 

I  miss  thee,  in  the  morning,  and  the  eve, 
The  wanting  of  thy  greeting  duUs  my  waking, 
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To  lack  thy  blessing  makes  me  couching  grieve ; 

In  wildest  laughter,  when  my  soul  is  quaking, 

In  musing,  when  I  tremble  or  believe, 

In  ease  or  pain,  in  marring  and  in  making, 
1  lack  thy  voice  that  cheered,  approved,  condemned, 
All  the  ungoverned  floods  by  turn  that  stemmed. 

But  most  in  summer  time  I  miss  thy  breast, 
In  early  sunlight  looking  from  my  pillow, 
I  seek  whereon  my  sleepy  head  to  rest, 
And  know  thee  resting  far  across  the  billow, 
And,  sobbing,  pray  that  none  thy  sleep  molest ; 
Alack,  my  widowed  hand  may  wear  the  willow. 

That  cannot  grasp  its  mate,  my  aching  head 

Can  only  faU  again,  its  couch  is  fled ! 

The  days  of  Yule  are  gone,  the  haUow  days. 
They  found  me  weeping  and  they  brought  relief; 
Who  may  lament  in  that  great  time  of  praise  ? 
But  now  they  wane,  and  now  increaseth  grief. 
To-morrow  burn  the  hollies  and  the  bays, 
The  morn  of  Candlemas  must  find  no  leaf; 

More  withered  than  their  leaves,  more  duU  and  dry 
Has  grown  my  heart,  that  scarce  has  strength  to  cry. 
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Brave  soldier  brother !  battling  witb  the  ill, 
With  none  to  aid,  with  who  should  aid  impeding, 
Thy  cup  too  fuU  already  men  o'er-fill. 
Thy  heart  they  pierce,  and  reck  not  of  its  bleeding ; 
Yet  do  they  think  to  turn  thee  from  the  hill, 
The  hill  of  Difficulty  ?  men  unheeding ! 

When  were  true  hearts  made  false  by  force  of  pain  ? 

The  bashed  boughs  bear  the  nuts,  ye  work  in  vain ! 

Farewell ;  come  back  in  dreams,  but  fare  thee  well ! 

Perchance  thou  never  more  shalt  come  in  waking. 

Well  I  can  wait !  how  long  ?  we  may  not  tell. 

But  surely  not  for  aye  is  this  forsaking ! 

If  we  must  listen  for  the  passing  bell 

As  our  reveillee,  this  cold  slumber  breaking. 

Peace !  in  my  waking  dreams  I  pray  for  thee ; 

Murmur  a  prayer  in  this  thy  sleejD  for  me ! 
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Full  loudly  sings  the  cuckoo  through  the  night, 
The  hours  are  aU  too  short  for  half  his  lay: 
The  nightingale  sings  louder  for  despite, 
Lest  any  wakiag  hear ;  wakes  every  fay ; 
The  great  harts  all  uncrowned  grow  meek  of  might, 
Lamb  groweth  sage,  yet  still  hath  lust  to  play ; 
Like  draws  to  like,  up  stream  the  salmon  slide, 
And  fast  and  fair  comes  in  the  Whitsuntide. 

Faded  and  duU  is  all  the  Paschal  white, 
And  Whitsuntide  comes  in  ia  sanguine  weeds  ; 
Red  are  the  fields  as  with  a  sudden  blight. 
Red  rims  the  river  through  the  river  reeds, 
Where  soared  the  lark,  now  hovers  crow  and  kite. 
Where  grazed  the  lamb,  the  wolf  now  prowls  and  feeds ; 
Pike  heads  for  flowers  peep  out  among  the  sedges. 
And  sharper  points  than  thorn  from  all  the  hedges. 

Aloft  the  mountain  grasses  fall  and  rise 
Like  tossing  manes  of  snowy  elfin  horses. 
The  shadows  of  the  silver  butterflies 
Flit  silently  across  the  golden  gorses, 
Below  are  clash  of  steel,  and  jarring  cries. 
And  wringing  of  white  hands  above  the  corses 
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That  lie  unburied  for  the  lack  of  men ; 
Calm  on  the  hills,  and  storm  in  every  glen. 

The  tender  sprouting  brate  is  stiff  and  bloody, 
The  shepherd's  crook  must  keep  the  shepherd's  head ; 
The  thorns  that  stud  the  downs,  in  sunset  ruddy, 
Have  such  a  show  as  if  self-pierced  they  bled. 
The  sages  of  the  land  have  left  to  study. 
The  women  leave  to  spin,  or  knead  the  bread. 
The  beasts  go  masterless,  the  ploughshares  rust, 
While  herd  and  hind  or  slay  or  bite  the  dust. 

For  now  hath  Uther  drawn  into  the  west, 
Now  is  the  dragon's  horrid  crest  unveiled, 
Low  lie  the  fields,  by  flying  footsteps  pressed, 
By  blazing  holt  and  fold  the  dirge  is  wailed. 
And  curses  fill  the  mouths  that  lately  blessed. 
Seeing  who  should  have  guarded  hath  assailed ; 
As  if  a  shepherd  meek  a  witch-woh"  grew. 
And,  maddening,  of  his  whilome  treasure  slew. 

Three  morrows'  mornings  saw  the  gathering  host 
Awake  from  street-spread  couch,  around  the  tower ; 
The  fourth  beheld  the  banners  as  they  tossed 
Above  the  willows,  and  the  elder  flower, 
And  his  fair  face,  who,  counting  not  the  cost. 
But  mindful  only  of  desire  and  power, 
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Rode  fortli  a  wooing  in  such,  savage  sort, 
With  beacon  fires  to  Hght  him  to  his  sport. 

Meanwhile  went  Gorlois  with  his  guarding  host, 

Two  days  and  nights,  through  good  and  evil  hap ; 

Nor  stayed  to  kindle  fire,  nor  flesh  to  roast. 

Nor  rest  his  head  upon  his  lady's  lap  ; 

At  the  third  dawn  he  snified  the  nearing  coast. 

By  noon  he  saw  his  heavy  banner  flap 
Above  Tintagel  by  the  western  main, 
And  saw  the  sea  waves  twinkle,  and  drew  rein. 

Forth  stepped  Igerna  from  her  litter  bed. 
All  pale  but  owning  nought,  she  thought  it  meet 
That  wife  of  warrior  should  eat  warrior's  bread. 
And  match  his  footing,  though  his  foot  were  fleet ; 
Full  stately  did  she  first  the  drawbridge  tread, 
And  all  her  waiting  maidens  sweetly  greet, 
Yet  failed  she  as  they  reached  the  castle  stair. 
That  in  his  arms  her  lord  her  must  up-bear. 

There  rested  they ;  and  ever  chieftains  came 

To  counsel  with  the  duke  in  this  his  phght. 

So  when  three  days  were  done,  uprose  the  dame 

And  gat  her  to  the  topmost  turret  height ; 

She  looked  around—  the  hUls  were  all  a-flame, — 

And  shuddering  clasped  her  hands  to  hide  the  sight. 
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But  looked  up  as  she  felt  an  arm  of  might 

Go  strongly  round  her  waist,  and  kissed  her  knight. 

They  looked  out,  they  two  standing  there  alone, 
And  all  around  the  night,  and  in  the  bay 
They  heard  the  rising  waters  call  and  moan 
Against  the  rocks,  they  heard  the  breezes  play, 
They  saw  the  long  lights  on  the  waters  thrown 
From  looj)hole  and  from  lattice  ;  far  away 

The  warder's  tread  seemed  near,  it  was  so  still ; 

Then  spake  the  duke,  and  showed  each  flaming  hill : 

'  Wliat  ails  my  wife  ?  thou  shudderest  as  with  cold, 
'  Yet  blows  no  night  wind,  nor  doth  spray  spring  here  ; 
'  Well  watched,  and  strong  around  thee  is  the  hold, 
'  Why  name  I  that,  thou  know'st  not  paltry  fear ! 
'  And  see  on  every  point  and  up  the  wold 
'  How  the  bright  beacons  flicker,  warm  and  clear ; 

'  These  be  our  bridal  torches,  dear  my  dame ! 

'  Duke  Gorlois'  weddings  asks  no  meaner  flame. 
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'  Press  close,  oh  love ;  I  may  no  more  dissemble, 

'  Now,  even  now,  the  foe  knocks  at  our  gates  ; 

'  Nay,  feel  mine  arm,  (poor  dove,  how  thou  dost  tremble !) 

'  But  for  its  lifting  all  my  clan  awaits 
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'  Aroiandmy  threatened  banner  to  assemble ; 

'  That  hot-head  boy  hath  summoned  all  estates, 
'  And  hither  comes,  in  new-made  kingship's  pride, 
'  To  steal  for  leman  his  old  comrade's  bride. 

'  Therefore  this  day  have  we  held  high  debate, 

'  For  aU  the  chiefs  were  summoned  yester-eve, 

'  How  best  we  might  encounter  adverse  fate, 

'  How  foil  the  knight  and  knave  who  seek  to  thieve 

'  The  one  my  life,  the  other  mine  estate, 

'  The  devil  catch  that  other !  yet  I  grieve 

'  That  caitiff  son  should  shame  a  sire  so  bold, 
'  Caradoc's  counsel  saves  whom  Ulfin  sold. 

'  Three  miles  away  beyond  yon  swelling  hUl, 

'  Dimilioc,  three  walled,  withstands  the  foe ; 

'  Into  that  fort,  to  ward  the  coming  iU, 

*  With  two  parts  of  my  vassals  must  I  go, 

'  A  third  part,  picked  of  all,  shall  guard  thee  still 

'  Whom  here  in  strong  Tintagel  I  bestow. 

*  Kiss  me  ;  what  cheer,  my  love  ?  and  let  me  go  ; 

'  My  charger  champs  the  bit,  tight  reined  below?' 

He  stooped  to  kiss  her,  and  she  bended  back 
Her  head  to  kiss  huu  in  a  steadfast  awe ; 
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Although  her  heart-strings  tightened  Hke  to  crack, 
The  fount  of  tears  was  frozen  past  a  thaw  ; 
She  thought,  '  My  tide  of  life  grows  foul  with  rack, 
'  Now  in  my  crystal  spreads  the  widening  flaw ; 
'  Yet  shall  he  find  a  woman  to  his  wife, 
'  No  useless  fool,  to  shriek,  and  blunt  his  knife.' 

She  said  but  these  few  words,  '  Tintagel  hold 
'  Looks  westward  out  uj^on  the  tumbling  sea, 
'  Each  other  side  the  clinging  rocks  enfold, 
'  Then  go  in  peace  and  take  no  thought  of  me ; 
'  Thy  warders  are  full  sure,  nor  steel,  nor  gold, 
'  The  chaining  of  the  drawbridge  shall  let  free ; 
'  Until  I  hear  thy  voice  bid  watchers  sleep 
'  Nor  man  nor  devil  wins  into  the  keep.' 

So  he  went  forth,  and  she  through  many  days 

Held  by  her  fastness  on  the  sea-kissed  rock. 

Hearing  uncertain  rumours  of  his  praise. 

Faint  echoes  of  the  far  ofi"  battle's  shock  ; 

By  night  she  saw  the  distant  summits  blaze 

With  smoke  wreaths  that  by  day  the  clouds  would  mock ; 

Not  Israelite  of  old  watched  cloud  and  fire, 

More  eagerly,  that  led  to  his  desire. 
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Fair  are  the  downs  that  seaward  skirt  the  vale 
Where  strong  Dimilioc  guards  the  Cornish  leas, 
Fending  the  stunting  spray  and  wrecking  gale, 
So  that  green,  wide,  and  scatheless  grow  the  trees. 
Climbing  about  the  swelling  of  the  dale. 
Like  children  clustering  at  a  giant's  knees, 

While  through  the  birches  o'er  the  rocks  there  flow 
A  thousand  streams  to  glad  the  fields  below. 

And  where  the  rocks  halt  in  their  upward  march 
The  wild  lawn  spreads  itself  to  lap  the  sun, 
Becrowned  at  first  with  some  stray  boughs  of  larch, 
Then  short  gi-een  tui-f,  and  then  the  moorland  dun, 
That  knows  no  colour,  save  the  rainbow's  arch, 
And  is  content,  such  colour  hath  it  won 

From  that  fair-wooing  lover,  that  hath  kissed 
The  brown  face  into  blushing  through  the  mist. 

Green  gorse,  all  gold  bedropped,  beneath  whose  thorns 

The  violets  were  hidden,  but  for  scent. 

And  honeysuckle  with  her  sugared  horns 

Where  spring  the  trees,  and  'twixt  the  gorses,  bent, 

And  harebells,  and  such  flowers  as  moderns  scorn, 

As  being  with  this  earth  too  much  besprent. 
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This  gentle  earth,  which  men  who  nought  discern 
Despise,  and  yet  of  heaven  think  to  learn. 

When  night  sank  down  upon  the  Cornish  wold 
The  king  lay  all  asunder  from  his  train 
Upon  a  hill  side  ;  there  liis  hmbs  he  rolled 
Among  the  bracken  sweet  with  yester-raia, 
Pressing  his  hot  hands  deep  into  the  mould. 
And  his  hot  face,  as  he  would  cool  his  braiu ; 

And  '  Oh !'  he  mourned,  '  Igerna,  Gorlois'  dame  !' 
And  '  Oh  Igerna !'  from  his  heart  of  flame. 
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Nor  rest,  nor  coolness ;  with  wide  open  eyes 
He  sat  up  and  gazed  out  on  hiU  and  dale  ; 
He  heard  the  sentry's  trump,  the  challenge,  rise 
From  where  beneath  his  camp-fires  lit  the  vale, 
And  answering  trumpet  call,  and  alien  cries 
Came  from  Dimilioc  upon  the  gale; 

And  '  Oh,'  he  mourned,  '  Igerna !  must  my  bed 
'  Be  ever  void,  because  this  duke  is  wed  ? 

'  Oh  tender  breast,  that  I  must  never  cUp ! 
'  "White  hand !  that  never  felt  my  fingers  toy ; 
'  Alas !  sweet  mouth  that  never  hp  to  lip 
'  Must  mate  with  mine  in  honey-making  joy; 
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'  Oil,  most  dear  lady  !  bitter-sweet,  one  sip 
'  "We  took,  and  love  is  poisoned  ere  lie  cloy  ; 

'  What  grief  like  mine,  for  life  and  realm  undone 
'  Wlio  curse  my  love,  and  yet  would  liave  her  won  ? 

'  Not  me  alone,  but  all  our  hapless  sex, 
'  The  craft  of  woman  traps,  since  Mother  Eve. 
'  First  their  fair-seeming  doth  our  wits  perplex, 
'  And  while  we  maze,  we  perish,  no  reprieve ! 
'  Among  the  rocks  of  life  they  wait  for  wrecks, 
'  Where  luring  spells  with  eye  and  voice  they  weave ; 
'  They  tell  of  rest,  we  think  of  bygone  toil, 
And  our  white  bodies  make  the  witches'  spoil. 

'  Ah  !  fair  Prince  Troilus,  Troy's  worthy  knight, 
'  How  wast  thou  lost,  by  love  of  lewd  Creseid ! 
'  Dan  Anthony  !  was  not  thy  death  bedight 
'  Thro'  love  of  her  who  left  thee  in  thy  need  ? 
'  And  hath  not  man  of  woman  stiU  despite  ? 
'  For  them  we  sport,  they  smile  to  see  us  bleed, 
'Each  claps  her  chosen  till  a  stronger  comes, 
'  We  look  for  grace,  and  see  but  downbent  thumbs. 
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Then  some  astonied  sit  them  down  to  die, 

And  some  die  hard,  and  cursing  maids  and  wenches. 
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'  And  some  run  mad,  and  board  them,  where  they  lie, 
'  And  wreak  their  fury  on  the  smiling  benches ; 
'  The  strongest  break  the  mesh,  the  points  put  by, 
'  And  find  their  safety ;  thus  the  white  hand  wrenches, 
'  At  the  red  heart,  and  so  much  of  divine 
'  As  each  heart  holds,  so  spouts  the  life  in  wine. 

'  I  had  a  friend,  I  had  my  heart  in  keeping, 
'  I  had  my  people's  love,  and  so  was  rich; 
'  My  friend  turns  foe,  my  heart  uncurbed  is  leaping, 
'  My  people  curse  me  by  each  corj^se-choked  ditch. 
'  Blinded  with  watch-fires,  deaf  with  noise  of  weeping, 
'  I  turn  again,  and  curse  thee,  dark-eyed  witch  ' 
'  Eest  thou  unharried  by  thy  western  brine, 
'  Though  thou  be  Circe,  know  in  me  no  swine. 

'  Behold  I  cast  off  these  thy  trammellings, 

'  Let  Caros  or  Caradoc  claim  my  crown  ; 

'  This  turmoil  for  some  peace,  care,  haunting  kings 

'  Through  gaia  or  loss,  for  ease  will  I  lay  down ; 

'  Peace  in  the  desert  foldeth  her  white  wings 

'  To  wait  me,  leaving  pall  for  russet  gown, 

'  To  her  I  fly  !'  '  And  whither  wouldst  thou  fly,' 
Whispered  a  voice,  '  but  where  Igerne  doth  Ue  ?' 
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As  one  who,  seeting  berries,  on  a  toad 
Unknowing  lays  liis  hand,  doth,  start  and  qnake, 
Partly  for  fear  of  what  the  thing  may  bode, 
But  most  for  loathing,  and  to  flight  would  take, 
Yet  stays  irresolute  for  pride, — so  strode 
The  king  to  meet  the  speaker,  half  awake ; 

And  whose  cold  eye  now  meets  him  with  that  sneer 
But  Ulfin's,  whence  he  crouched  upon  his  spear  ? 

'  Why  rests  he  here,'  drawled  on  the  mocking  voice, 
'  Our  youthful  Saul,  to  hide  among  the  fern 
'  Like  beaten  hart  ?  is  this  the  people's  choice  ? 
'  He  for  whose  bedding  yonder  summits  burn  ? 
'  He  who  in  bridal  chamber  should  rejoice 
'  Thinketh  he  on  the  threshold  to  return  ? 

'  Is  this  a  son  of  Brut,  of  Helen's  kind  ? 

'  How  to  thy  suckUng  stole  the  snowy  hind  r ' 

'  Aye,  son  of  Brut  am  I,  and  Helen's  son, 
'  Just  as  my  father,  as  my  mother  pure ! 
'  Deceiver,  know  thy  spell's  enchantment  done, 
'  That  thing  I  said  is  said,  I  will  endure 
'  AU  penance,  so  my  land's  distress  be  done, 
'  So  that  no  more  my  lady  they  immure, 
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'  So  that  thy  lying  counsels  never  more 
'  Trick  whom  thou  shouldst  have  saved,  thy  friend  of 
yore !' 

All  coldly  answered  Ulfin,  '  Aye,  'tis  just ! 

'  This  was  the  meed  of  service  from  the  first ; 

'  Did  I  then  fire  thy  wanton  limbs  with  lust  ? 

'  Or  brim  the  cup  whence  thou  didst  quafi"  this  thirst  ? 

'  Did  I  drag  Britain's  banner  through  the  dust, 

'  So  that  all  there  had  laughed,  had  any  durst? 
'  Counsel  thyself  henceforth,  rage  out  thy  fill, 
'  ISTor  dream  that  I  again  will  curb  thy  will ! 

'  Yet  pity  moves  me,  poor  self-tortured  boy ! 
'  To  think  of  those  white  hmbs  beneath  the  scourge, 
'  Those  golden  locks,  where  fingers  wont  to  toy, 
'  Shorn  ofi",  that  sweet  voice  moaning  psalm  and  dirge ; 
'  Sloes  will  be  sweet,  no  doubt,  when  apples  cloy, 
And  doubtless  love  is  sin  that  prayer  must  purge ; 

'  Yet  pity  'tis — and  for  my  cherished  plan 

'  Is  pity  too — but  thereto  needs  a  man. 

'  So  will  I  seek  a  king ;  yet  ere  I  go. 

Committing  to  thy  saintship's  prayers  my  sins, 
'  'Twere  fitting  what  thou  leavest  thou  shouldst  know, 
'  He  who  leaves  little,  little  glory  wins. 
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'  Mine  aid,  say'st  thou,  hath  cumbered  thee  below, 

'  Yet  own  me  Jacob  clad  in  Esau's  skins, 
'  As  I  assist  thy  martyrdom  of  flesh, 
'  Showing  how  for  thy  prey  I  wove  the  mesh. 

'  Knowest  thou  where  Igema  keeps  her  state  ? 
'  Dream  not  she  shelters  in  DimUioc ; 
'  No  room  for  bridal  bed,  where  soon  and  late 
'  The  sentries'  tramp  becomes  the  watchers'  clock ; 
'  No  time  for  lovers'  talk,  where  pulleys  grate, 
'And  bowstrings  twang,  and  cords  shriek  thro'  the  block ; 
'  Hast  thou  not  heard  how  all  our  time  we  waste 
'  Besieging  him,  who  to  her  siege  should  haste. 

'  She  watches  from  her  bower  the  waves  that  sweep 
'  From  ceaseless  distance  to  her  castle  wall, 
'  Where  grim  Tintagel  tops  the  guarded  steep, 

*  And  holds  her  safe,  whatever  him  befall ; 

'  Light  watch  she  sets,  since  to  the  inner  keep 

*  Three  men  abreast  may  scarce  pass  to  the  wall, 

'  The  rocks  so  heap  themselves  on  every  side ; — 
'  Yet  had  I  found  who  might  have  been  thy  guide. 

*  1  knew  thy  love  was  hopeless,  thought  it  true, 
'  So  sought  to  aid  by  might  of  gramarye ; 

n2 
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'  And  here  to-niglit  came  one  who  well  I  knew 
'  Could  sorrow  change  to  joy,  for  thee  and  me, 
'  For  since  I  dreamed  that  I  among  the  few 
'  Thy  heart  held  dear,  fond  fool,  I  bled  for  thee ; 
'  But  now  what  need,  farewell, — upon  the  hill 
'  Though  Merlin  waits  beside  to  work  our  will.' 

A  true  heart  trusteth  ever  though  deceived, 
And,  blamed  for  answering  love  with  greeting  rude, 
Grows  sick  with  fear  of  falsehood,  and  is  grieved 
Lest  it  in  aught  hath  failed  of  gratitude. 
Then,  counting  up  all  benefits  received, 
Forgetting  those  conferred,  and  doubt  eschewed. 

Will  seek  to  grace,  although  it  have  no  blame ; 

Such  was  young  Uther's  heart,  and  thence  his  shame. 

Poor  boy !  he  looked  up  very  piteously. 
Hearing  a  torrent  of  upbraiding  words ; 
He  was  so  weary,  so  his  heart  might  be 
Anchored  again,  he  recked  not  with  what  cords ; 
He  only  heard  how  one  reproachfully 
Spoke  of  love  unrepaid,  and  like  sharp  swords 
The  saying  pierced ;  he  stammered  like  a  child, 
'  Forgive  me,  Ulfin,  were  my  words  so  wild  ? 
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'  Yet  thou  dost  know  tliis  war  had  ne'er  been  set 
'  But  for  thy  teaching :' — TJlfin  turned  about, 
'  My  teaching,  truly !  dost  thou  then  forget 
'  How  I  unwilling  at  thy  feet  did  lout, 
'  While  thou  thy  hands  upon  my  shoulders  set, 
'  Till  for  thy  kiss  I  clean  forgot  ray  doubt, 

'  And  took  this  dukedom  ?  go,  malign  thy  friend, 
'  As  use  the  pious ;    I  with  Merlin  wend ! 

'  Storm  thou  thy  heaven,  I,  to  softer  rape ! 

'  Clasp  thy  sweet  self,  and  know  Igema  mine !' — 

'  Thine !'  shrieked  the  king  upleaping, '  thine,  thou  ape  ! 

'  By  priest  or  pandar,  how  ?  at  what  foul  shrine 

'  Dost  dream  to  bind  her  thine  ?  a  goodly  jape ! 

'  How  long  since  men  began  for  skulls  to  twine 

'  A  Maying  wreath !  Enough,  there  was  some  word 
'  Of  Merlin,  let  him  come,  he  shall  be  heard.' 

The  stars  that  swing  low  down  in  southern  sky, 
That  men  now  clepe  Orion,  faint  and  pale, 
Where  the  great  cloud  rack  'gan  to  break  and  fly 
Before  the  south-west  wind,  looked  o'er  the  vale, 
The  mists  began  to  rise,  and  sluggishly 
RoUed  up  in  wreaths  before  the  rising  gale ; 
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Beneath  the  pointing  of  the  three-gemmed  belt 
Loomed  out  a  presence  less  beseen  than  felt. 

A  tall  straight  shape,  a  wearied,  furrowed  face. 
That  mused  on  its  beginning  and  its  end, 
Grew  into  knowing,  as  with  lagging  pace 
Toward  the  pair  the  seer  his  way  did  wend, 
MerUn  the  old,  long  born  of  fated  race  ; 
Before  the  king  he  stood,  nor  knee  would  bend. 
But  as  the  king  leajit  to  him  bent  his  head 
As  blessing  him,  and  '  Hail  my  king'  he  said. 

'  MerHn !  thou  knowest  all  my  love  and  loss.' 
'  These,'  said  the  sage,  '  and  thy  resolve  I  know.' 
'  Tell  not  of  that,'  quoth  Uther,  '  let  the  cross 
'  Shield  whom  the  blade  no  more  may  keep  from  foe  ; 
'  TeU  me  of  baffled  guard  and  useless  fosse, 
'  Tell  how  I  may,  unknown,  my  lady  know, 
'  Speak  on  of  love,  or  stint.'     In  solemn  wise 
Thus  spake  the  demon-born,  with  angel  eyes  : — 

'  Not  aU  unknown  thy  sorrows  were,  oh  king ! 
'  Nor  aught  unpitied  was  thy  tortured  state ; — 
'  When  Easter  bells  in  London  town  did  ring 
'  I  sat  alone  by  Salamanca's  gate. 
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'  And  in  tte  deep  dark  pool  I,  wondering, 
'  Read  of  thy  trouble,  and  tliy  future  fate ; 
'  On  bat-hewn  wing,  I  bitber  in  all  baste, 
'  To  aid  tbee,  bave  returning  swallows  cbased. 

'  Sbort  rede ;  if  tbou  wilt  bold  tby  love  in  arm, 
'  Nougbt  binders  tbee,  nor  is  no  man  may  let ; 
'  I  sball  around  us  tbree  weave  sucb  a  cbarm 
'  As  sbaU  begTiile  tbe  warders — foresight  yet 
'  Works  in  my  mind,  as  in  dry  flour  tbe  barm, 
'  Telling  of  all  tbe  woe  tbou  must  beget 
'  Upon  tbis  deed ;  natbless  I  will  rehearse 
'  That  thou  shalt  do,  if  that  tbou  fear  no  curse. 

'The  pickets  all  shall  lie  as  dead  asleep 

'  As  though  the  death-coin  pressed  each  drowsy  lid, 

'  We  three  will  pass  tbe  rock  beneath  tbe  keep, 

*  Our  feet  unchecked  the  ringing  way  shall  thrid, 
'  And  to  Igema's  arms  thyself  shalt  leap, 

'  Undoubting  welcomed ;  y^t  who  seethes  the  kid 
'  In  milk  of  its  own  mother  resteth  banned, 
'  And  sucb  a  deed  were  tbis ;  'tis  featly  planned. 

•  For,  glamoiired  to  all  sight  thyself  shalt  go, 

'  Seeming  tbe  duke,  in  Gorlois'  form  complete. 
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'  And  Jordan  of  Tintagel  men  shall  know 
'  In  me,  their  hoary  lord,  and  joyful  greet, 
'  And  for  this  Ulfin,  round  him  I  will  throw 
'  The  shape  of  crooked  Brice  who  carves  the  meat ; 
'  Lord,  seneschal,  and  page  shall  enter  in 
'  Unchallenged,  thus  the  thread  the  sisters  spin..' 

In  little  mind  aye  resteth  vanity ; 
Thus  Ulfin,  who,  because  of  puny  size. 
Chafed  underneath  the  jeers  of  all  humanity, 
Grew  in  such  wrath  it  well  nigh  fired  his  eyes, 
Quoth  he  '  A  plague  upon  the  seer's  urbanity ! 
'  Sure  larger  growth  befits  such  enterprise  !' 
Answered  the  seer,  '  To  alter  fate's  behest 
'  I  have  no  spell ;  let  petty  petty  rest.' 

Then  up  and  spake  the  king,  *  Play  out  the  play  ! 
'  Merlin,  lead  on,  and  show  us  of  thy  skill ; 
'  This  venture  shall  be  tried  ere  break  of  day, 
'  To-morrow's  midnight  sees  me  take  my  fill 
'  Of  love  and  vengeance,  spite  the  narrow  way, 
'  Or  sees  my  blood  lay  curse  upon  this  hill !' 
The  seer  replied,  '  'Tis  done !  yet  bide  awhile, 
'  And  hear,  oh  king !  the  fruit  of  this  thy  guile. 
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'  For  tliink  not  thou,  thus  sowing  evil  seed, 
'  To  reap  no  after- crop,  nor  he,  thy  son, 
'  Who  lieth  yet  loin-hidden ;  this  thy  deed 
'  Shall  bring  great  grief  to  Britain  being  done, 
'  Great  glory  first,  for  wholesome  fruit  indeed 
'  Thou  scatterest  unknowing,  heedless  one ! 
'  But  grief  out-doing  gladness  : — hear  my  tale, 
'  So  that,  not  blindly,  but  without  a  scale 

'  Thine  eyes  may  track  the  pathway  from  the  east 
'  That  leads  thee  to  thy  love ;  and  ponder  well, 
'  Is  this  one  love,  of  every  love  the  least, 
'  So  rich  that  it  may  pay  thee  for  that  kneU 
'  Thy  hand  shall  ring  ?  the  love  that  ruleth  beast  ?' 
Answered  the  king,  '  ITot  torment  of  hot  heU 
'  Can  pass  my  torment ;  let  the  morrow  take 
'  Care  for  the  morrow  !'  Slowly  Merlin  spake : 

'  At  Salamanca,  by  the  western  gate, 
'  There  stands  a  tower  in  the  stony  carse, 
'  Fashioned  long  since  by  Virgil,  lord  of  fate, 
'  Whom  yet  his  slave  devoured,  of  yellow  brass  ; 
'  Twelve  figures  on  the  ramparts  ever  wait, 
'  Each  gazing  motionless  upon  a  glass ; 
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'  Within  there  hangs  of  iron  bells  a  ring, 

'  Which  never  mortal  hand  hath  set  a- swing. 

'  He  must  be  wholly  saint  or  half  a  sprite 
'  Who  hears  those  mystic  chimes  give  forth  a  knoll : 
'  Tongueless  they  hang,  yet  sometimes  in  the  night 
'  The  hermit  sains  himself  to  hear  them  toll ; 
'  Or,  listening  from  his  quiet  turret's  height, 
'  The  wizard  marks  with  blood  or  mUk  his  scroll ; 
'  All  things  in  life  or  death  these  eight  can  tell, 
'  From  where  they  loom  above  the  silent  well. 

'  Nor  beam,  nor  traverse,  spoil  of  earth  or  trees, 
'  Divides  the  blackness  of  the  inner  space  ; 
'  The  scalers  of  that  height  need  no  degrees, 
'  Nor  ask  their  floating  feet  a  resting  place ; 
'  Who  looks  aloft,  eight  hoUow  circles  sees, 
'  Who  looks  below,  sees  where  there  interlace 

'  Stone    circles   eight  that  through  the  pavement 
creep 

'  Around  a  tank,  three-sided,  still,  and  deep. 

'  Wherein  the  stars  by  night,  and  eke  by  day, 
'  Shine  through  a  trap  like-figured  in  the  roof; 
'  Around  the  battlements  in  grim,  array 
'  The  twelve  stern  figures,  each  from  each  aloof. 
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'  Watch  their  twelve  mirrors,  tlie  foretellers  they 

'  Of  what  the  coming  months  shaU  stamji  with  proof ; 

'  Each  New   Tear's  Eve  they  toss  their  hands,  or 
wring, 

'  Each  guardian  at  his  month's  foreshadowing. 

•  Now  on  the  last  year's  latest  night  I  waited 

'  Beneath  the  brass  to  see  what  should  befall : 

'  With  me  was  silent  night,  but,  space-abated, 

'  Came  light  and  clamour  from  the  city  wall, 

'  These  ceased  and  died,  then  on  miae  ear  there  grated 

*  One  sullen  clang  that  shook  the  ringing  hall, 

'  The  first  great  figure  stirred,  and  east  and  west 
'  Flung  wide  exulting  arms,  and  sank  to  rest. 

'  So  were  the  second  and  the  third  bested ; 

'  But  lo !  the  fourth  began  in  frantic  wise 

'  To  tear  the  heavy  curls  that  clothed  his  head, 

'  And  wring  his  hands,  and  press  them  on  his  eyes, 

'  And  was  anon  as  still  as  are  the  dead, 

'  And  aU  the  others  held  the  selfsame  guise, 

'  Till  stillness  once  again  held  one  and  all ; 

*  Then  once  again  that  clang  hummed  round  the  hall. 

'  Wherewith  I  swooned  ;  but  early  on  the  morrow, 
'  When  birds  'gan  cheep,  and  human  voices  sing, 
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'  From  the  new  sun  some  comfort  miglit  I  borrow, 
'  And  rising,  citywards  went  murmnring — 
'  "  The  first  three  dwell  in  joy,  then  cometh  sorrow 
'  "  At  waking  of  the  fourth,"  the  time  took  wing, 
'  Till  Easter-day  led  in  the  month  of  fear, 
'  Then  to  that  hall  1  hied  to  read  the  sphere. 

'  Therein  I  waited  through  the  Easter-day ; 
'  Within  the  town  were  chime  and  choral  sound, 
'  But  silence  was  around  me  as  I  lay 
'  Waiting  to  hear  the  hollow  bells  ring  round, 
'  Or  till  their  toU  should  banish  hope  away ; 
'  Fastrug  I  lay  along  the  figured  ground, 
'  Gazing  if  anywise  the  sullen  pool 
'  Might,  clearing,  to  the  master  prove  a  school. 

'  The  stars  beneath  me  flickered  into  fire ; 

*  At  length  slow  sailing  into  sight  the  Wain 

'  Flashed  from  the  darkness,  then  with  strong  desire 

'  I  clutched  the  stones,  while  either  eye  did  strain 

'  To  see  if  that  brought  burden  glad  or  dire, 

'  My  face  half  met  the  water,  but  in  vain 

'  I  watched  and  listened ;  aU  at  once  from  far 
'  I  heard  the  midnight  chimes  begin  their  jar. 
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'  And  as  they  ceased,  with  one  wild  clashing  peal 

*  My  beUs  rang  round,  and  died  into  a  knell ; 
'  The  sullen  pool  was  stirred,  but  not  to  heal, 
'  The  waters  boiled  as  with  a  witch's  spell, 

'  The  cold  spray  sprung, — I  shrank  its  touch  to  feel, 
'  I,  the  fiend-born,  the  son  and  lord  of  hell ! — 

*  Then  shrank  and  cleared,  and  in  that  sorry  glass 
'  I  saw  the  pageant  of  the  ages  pass. 

'  I  saw  thy  feast,  oh  king  !  I  saw  thee  rise 
'  To  wreck  thy  weal,  I  saw  thy  banners  toss, 
'  This  bitter  struggle,  all  the  agonies 

*  Of  broken  Britain  saw  I,  and  the  loss  ; 

'  I  saw  the  stars  that  now  with  steadfast  eyes 
'  Look  down  upon  us,  and  a  guarded  fosse 

'  By  three  men  crossed,  and  thee  and  Gorlois'  bride 

*  Lie  clasped  in.  arms  and  kissing,  side  by  side. 

'  Then  of  a  sudden  aU  the  tongueless  bells 
'  Took  up  their  tale,  with  wondrous  sort  of  ringing, 
'  The  sound  of  marriage-peals,  that  yet  were  knells, 
'  And  all  the  air  was  full  of  shrieks  and  singinE: : 
'  I  saw  one  topple  from  the  seaward  fells  ; 
'  Then  dimness  for  a  space,  then,  swiftly  winging 
'  Their  course  across  the  pool,  fled  griefs  and  joys, 
'  While  still  the  bells  held  on  their  diverse  noise 
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'  I  saw  the  blood-red  dragon  rise  and  thrive, 
'  And  gather  round  him  such  a  fair  menyie 
'  As  never  man  in  shroud  nor  man  on  live 
'  Hath  seen,  nor  living  eye  again  shall  see  ; 

*  The  sword  self  forged  that  must  arise  to  rive 
'  The  royal  heart,  those  wailing  women  three 

'That  rue  their  victory,  and  Death's  pale  horse 
'  Prancing  in  pride  above  the  dragon's  corse. 

'  The  agony  of  that  wild  horse,  he  sank 
'  Beneath  the  griping  of  the  leopard's  claws, 
'  That  sprang  up  stealthily  and  seized  his  flank, 
'  Beside  the  bloody  lake,  with  eager  jaws ; 
'  Then  turbid  grew  the  waters  of  the  tank, 
'  And  silence  was  awhile,  a  little  pause, 
'  As  if  the  bells  bewildered  could  not  roll, 
'  Wavering  between  a  triple  and  a  toU. 

'  Too  long  to  say  how,  when  the  waters  cleared, 

'  I  saw  the  story  of  this  fated  isle, 

'  To  me  by  mother's  milk  at  least  endeared. 

'  There  was  a  varied  pageant,  tear,  and  smile, 

'  Sights  to  give  joy,  and  shudderings  to  be  feared; 

*  But  at  the  last  I  saw  a  holy  pile 
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'  I  knew  not,  and  a  huge  and  mighty  king 

'  Who  burnt  the  church,  and  knells  began  to  ring. 

'  A  little  while,  and  through  the  silent  wave 
'  One  face  held  all,  without  a  trunk, — a  head 
'  With  hollow  eyes,  moat  tender  and  most  brave, 
'  Around  the  brow  a  silver  hght  was  shed ; 
'  I  name  him  for  a  saint,  though  men  may  rave, 
'  And  scorn  his  prayers  who  sj)eaks  when  cold  and  dead, 
'  He  shall  be  saint ; — the  bells  with  one  consent 
'  Rang  out  a  muffled  peal  with  tolHng  blent.' 

(Ah,  Holy  Charles  !  the  world  despises  thee, 

As  it  despised  thy  Master  long  ago  ; 

But  in  this  night,  dear  kinsman,  pray  for  me ! 

There  is  so  little  betwixt  me  and  woe ; 

Pray  that  the  shadows  may  arise  and  flee, 

That  Truth  and  faith  hke  thine  may  live  below 
With  me,  that  I  be  God's  owu  poet  evermore, 
And  greet  thee,  kneeling,  on  that  further  shore  !) 

The  king  rose  up  impatient :  '  Gifted  seer ! 
'  We  wait  thy  words  of  wisdom ;  what  is  this, 
'  This  tale  of  beasts  and  saints,  that  holds  us  here, 
'  When  by  the  waters  lies  expectant  bhss  ?' 
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'  Awliile,  oh  king  !  anon  there  cometh.  fear, 
'  Thou  shalt  not  with  the  sinless  lover  kiss 
'  Tin  thou  hast  heard  what  is  to  be  revealed, 
'  What  thy  wild  hand  hath  signed,  thy  lips  have 
sealed. 

'  I  saw  a  rock,  encircled  by  the  sea, 
'  Whereon  there  couched  a  comely  lion  whelp, 
'  The  whUe  that  tyrant's  foe,  and  tyrant's  slave, 
'  Hallooed  him  on  from  far,  or  prayed  his  help  ; 
'And  he  lay  still,  no  laggard,  but  most  grave, 
'  While  round  his  feet  washed  wave  and  floated  kelp, 
'  And  thence  he  gathered  sustenance  and  strength, 
'  Untn  a  king  full  grown  he  rose  at  length. 

'  There  was  a  vulture  in  the  southern  part 
'  That  vexed  a  lesser  lion,  faint  and  old, 
'  Who,  roaring  from  his  castle,  told  his  smart 
'  Unto  his  younger  mate,  who  now  grown  bold 
'  Leapt  suddenly,  and  tore  the  vulture's  heart, 
'  And  bore  him  to  a  barren  cliff  and  cold, 
'  To  scream  and  flap  his  noisome  life  away, 
'  Stalkedback,  and  slept,  and  allthings  owned  his  sway. 

'  Again  I  saw  him  wake  with  throes  and  flings, 
'  Lashed  into  madness  by  a  swarm  of  bees. 
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'That  crept  from  tindemeatli  the  viiltiire's  wings 
'  And  stung  him,  till  he,  half  afraid  of  ease, 
'  And  wholly  blinded  by  the  reptile  stings, 
'  Went  forth  to  battle  ;  floating  on  the  breeze 
'Above  him  waved  the  banner  of  a  knight, 
'  The  great  Red  Cross,  to  bless  the  coming  fight. 

'  Most  sorro^7fl^l !  the  great  Red  Cross  went  forth 
'  To  aid  the  desecration  of  the  cross. 
'  Most  guileless  brave,  the  guardian  of  the  north 
'  Heard  that  a  stronger  made  the  weaker's  loss, 
'  And  struggKng  with  the  bear,  so  great  his  worth, 
'  Maimed  him,  and  all  the  bees  took  brighter  gloss 
'  Bathed  in  the  blood,  but  that  sad  lion  crept 
•  Sore  crippled  to  his  rock,  and  sank,  and  slept. 

'  Slept,  and  grew  lean,  and  haggard,  and  around 
'  There  rose  a  pack  of  foxes  whence  he  lay, 
'  That  gnawed  him,  while  he  slept  as  one  spell-bound, 
'  Tearing  him  piecemeal ;  and  the  beasts  'gan  say, 
'  "  This  lion  dies ;  be  other  ruler  found  !" 
'  And  the  strong  rock  seemed  crumbhng  to  decay. 
'  But  now  my  bells  into  a  tocsin  broke 
'  And  all  the  pool  grew  dim  with  rising  smoke. 

I 
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*  I  saw  the  lion,  bleeding,  staggering, 

*  Rise  up  and  stretch  his  foot,  and  then,  no  more, 
'  For  all  grew  dark, — yet  heard  I  sabres  ring, 

'  And  dying  snarl,  and  slowly-strengthening  roar, 
'  And  all  the  bells  began  to  change  and  swing 
'  Like  joy-bells,  and  I  knew  the  peril  o'er  ; 
'  Yet  sat  down  silently,  with  shielding  hand 
'  Before  mine  eyes,  to  weep  for  mine  own  land  ?' 

He  ceased,  and  there  was  silence  for  a  whUe ; 
The  king,  awe-stricken,  mused  on  that  he  heard. 
While  Ulfin  watched  him  sideways  with  a  smile, 
And  thought,  '  Yet  is  my  triumph  still  deferred ; 
"  How  rule  I  but  this  corner  of  an  Isle  ? 

*  What  lack  I  to  men's  eyes  but  mantle  furred 

'  To  make  me  fair, — but  staff  and  golden  ring  ? 
'  A  lord  may  Hmi?,  but  stately  steps  the  king.' 

Then  darkling,  and  without  a  spoken  word, 
The  three  joined  hands,  and  severed,  and  they  went 
Over  the  hill  by  whin,  and  brake,  and  sward. 
Where  the  thick  mist  had  jewelled  every  bent ; 
The  stars  were  waning  now,  and  drew  toward 
The  eastern  limit  of  the  firmament ; 

It  was  that  hour  when  swoons  the  elder  day 

In  death,  and  yet  the  new  hath  claimed  no  sway. 
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Down  plunged  the  wizard  witli  his  followers  twain, 
Between  the  rocks,  between  the  rowan  trees 
That  waved  their  disenchanting  boughs  in  vain, 
Past  the  stone  circle,  smooth  with  witches'  knees, 
That  bend  before  their  altar  at  Beltane  ; 
By  stony  path,  and  smooth  ahke  with  ease 
They  went,  hell  aided,  o'er  the  sUppery  stones 
Round  which  the  cloud-fed  torrent  ever  moans. 

Till  Merhn  caught  a  bough  of  elder  tree 
And  swung  down,  they  two  following,  to  a  dell ; 
A  Uttle  lawn  their  staring  eyes  might  see. 
From  prying  sight  on  all  sides  guarded  well ; 
High  banks  of  bush  and  rock  were  ramparts  three, 
And  for  the  fourth,  no  mortal  eye  might  tell 
If  this  were  rock  or  wood  that  might  be  cloven, 
So  thick  the  trees  with  underwood  were  woven. 

Towards  the  north  there  rose  a  rocky  wall 

Whose  top  was  crested  with  thin  birchen  leaves, 

Behung  it  was  as  with  a  woodland  pall 

With  dark  green  weeds,  and  moss,  like  that  which 

cleaves 
Upon  a  ruined  roof  as  though  its  fall 
It  would  arrest,  and  stop  the  gaping  eaves  ; 
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All  clotted  was  the  green  witli  drops  tliat  fell, 
Slow-plashing,  in  a  little  darksome  well : 

Whence  never  sallied  stream  to  feed,  or  play, 
But  stiU  and  fathomless  its  waters  kept 
No  fuller,  and  no  deeper ;  night  or  day, 
No  beam  upon  that  water  danced  or  slept ; 
Around  the  brim  fat  growth,  and  lichen  gray 
Clung  to  the  stones,  and  tendrils  round  it  crept 
That  bore  black  deadly  fruit ;  the  risiag  gale 
Now  swept  the  hill,  and  prisoned  moaned  in  vale. 

There  were  no  stars,  but  all  above  black  night, 

Then  Merlin  plucked  him.  herb,  and  broke  him  boughs, 

And  laid  his  spoil  together ;  '  King  and  knight !' 

Quoth  he,  '  beware  lest  either  cross  your  brows ; 

'  Down  to  the  well  and  drink,  for  this  our  rite 

'  Demands  libation,  come — a  deep  carouse  ! 

'  Thus  drink  1  first,'  he  bent,  drank  deep  and  slow. 

Whereat  the  sullen  water  began  glow 

As  with  an  inner  fire ;  anon  the  king 
Drank  deep  and  hastily,  but  Ulfin  shrank. 
Looked  this  and  that  way,  then  drew  near  the  spring, 
And  shuddered  and  looked  round,  and  hardly  drank ; 
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'  Enough  for  doom,'  said  Merlin ;  and  a  ring 
He  drew  around  his  pile,  and  from  the  tank 

Took  drops,  and  thereon  sprinkled,  and  it  leapt 

To  flame,  as  all  within  the  circle  crept. 

Thence  might  they  see  by  that  strange  balefire's  gleam 
The  glistening  rock  unmoved  by  light  as  gloom, 
And  through  the  hush,  Hke  noises  in  a  dream, 
Dripped  the  slow  water  clock,  as  measuring  doom, 
Above  upon  the  hills  the  gathering  scream 
Of  winds,  and  far  away  the  sullen  boom 
From  the  great  turret  of  DimUioc, 
That  told  of  guard  surprised,  and  battle  shock. 

Bleed  lord  or  lout,  they  stood  alone,  the  three, 
To  work  the  will  of  two,  the  ill  of  one  ; 
The  witch-fire  leaping  by  them  ruddily. 
All  smokeless,  curled  against  the  coming  sun ; 
While  Uther,  watching  every  gibbering  tree, 
Looked  if  his  love  might  through  the  copsewood  run, 
While  Ulfin  shook,  and  sneered,  while  all  wide  hell 
Laughed  through  its  breadth,  thus  spake  the  seer  his 
speU: 


118  UTHEB. 

'  Dark  Molocli !  lord  of  blood ;  gray  Aslitarotli ! 
'  Hoar  with,  thy  whoredoms,  whom  our  fathers  loved ; 
'  Quaint  Dagon  !  sea-king,  thou  who  wert  so  loth 
'  To  bend  to  heaven — now  bend  ;  be  ye  all  moved, 
'  Though  mortal  bid  you  here,  be  ye  not  wroth, 
'  We  woo  you  to  your  realm,  who  long  have  roved ; 
'  Oome  forth!  be  honoured!  sway  our  hearts  with  fear, 
*  Lo !  Helen's  son  commands  your  aid,  be  near  1 

'  Clotho,  and  Lachesis,  and  Atropos  ! 
'  Too  long  unseated  from  your  fatal  chair, 
'  Assiune  your  state,  and  weave  the  web  across 
'  The  lives  of  those  who  cry ;  ah,  Venus  fair ! 
'  Look  down  and  aid  th.e  winning  of  our  loss ; 
'  Dissembling  Jove  !  help  thou  this  kindred  snare 
'  To  thy  so  many  snares ;  aU  gods  be  near, 
'  The  son  of  Constantine  commands  you  here. 

'  Light-bodied  fays  that  change  with  every  wind, 

'  Unthinking,  gamesome,  let  your  hands  be  nigh  ! 

'  These  fleshy  garments  from  our  souls  unbind, 

*  And  weave  us  such  as  fit  our  destiny, 

'  Leave  changing  child,  and  mocking  wandering  hind, 

'  To  wait  upon  great  Britain's  royalty  ! 

'  Lend  from  your  manifold  and  changing  shapes 
'  The  shapes  we  need  to  compass  these  our  japes ! 
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'  And  thou,  Grim  Power,  dark  father  of  deceit ! 

'  Arise,  and  wrap  us  in  thy  mantle  dun  ! 

'  Be  night  around  us,  nor  his  course  complete 

'  UntU  the  portal  of  the  keep  be  won  ; 

'  Dread  not  but  thou  shalt  have  thy  guerdon  meet, 

'  A  soul  thou  gettest  or  the  rising  sun ; 

'  Strong  hell,  I,  born  of  thee,  command  thee  here, 
'  To  work  his  will  whom  yet  I  hold  most  dear !' 

The  fire  had  died  into  a  ruddy  heap, 
Crowned  with  white  ashes,  and  no  one  might  move. 
Fresh  store  of  fuel  from  the  boughs  to  reap ; 
Then  swayed  the  boughs  of  all  the  circling  grove, 
The  dropping  well  ceased  all  at  once  to  weep. 
And  all  at  once  a  cry  of  '  Treasure  trove' 

Ran  through  the  dell,  and  sound  of  laughter  lioarse. 
And  that  dull  water  clock  renewed  its  course. 

Cymbals  in  air,  and  sound  of  harp  and  flute 
That  time  lewd  dances,  and  the  noise  of  drums 
That  beat  for  sacrifice,  and  cry  of  brute, 
And  oaten  pipe  outshrieking  tabor's  thrums, 
And  voices  shrill  and  sweet  in  hot  dispute 
For  place,  and  then  a  savour  of  wild  gums 
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That  strove  to  drown  a  smell  of  seething  flesh, 
And  conquered,  helped  by  flowers,  faint  and  fresh, 

Upleapt  the  flame,  and  each  one  looked  on  each: 
Wlio  was  this  red-haired  duke  of  forty  years 
That  gazed  upon  a  veteran,  whose  speech. 
Came  slowly  forth  as  his  who  knows  no  fears  ? 
Whose  this  mis-shapen  form  defying  leech  ? 
Were  these  the  boy  who  lately  wept  wild  tears 
For  truth  foregone,  the  old  star-reading  sage, 
The  new  made  duke, — this  chieftain, knight  and  page? 

Three  hands  were  joined,  two  sturdy,  and  one  weak, 
And  they  went  upward  to  the  lightening  down, 
And  set  their  feet  Tintagel's  hold  to  seek, 
While  all  the  moor  around  grew  dull  and  brown ; 
No  word  might  either  to  the  other  speak. 
The  moon  had  sunk,  the  wailing  wind  had  blown, 
And  the  still  morning  breaking,  clear  and  grey, 
Showed  to  their  wakening  feet  the  western  way. 
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John  CamiJen  Sotfen,  74  Sf  75,  Piccadilly,  London. 
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In  4to.,  half-morocco,  neat,  303. 

large-paper  Etlition"  of  Bistory  of  Signboards.    With 

Sevbntt-two  extra  Illustrations  (not  given  in  the  small  edition),  showing  Old 
London  in  the  days  when  Signboards  hung  from  almost  every  huuse. 


In  Crown  8vo.,  handsomely  printed,  3s.  6d. 

Horace  and  Virgil  (The  Odes  and  Eclogues).     Translated 

into  English  Verse.     By  HERBERT  NOTES. 

THE  NEW  "SPECIAL"  GUIDE. 

20O  pages,  24  Ulustrations,  Bird's-eye  View  Map,  Plan,  &o.     Crown  8vo., 

price  One  Shilling. 

Hotten's    Imperial     Paris    Gnide.       Issued    ^nder    the 

superi.itendence  of  Mr.  CHARLES   AUGUSTUS   COLE,  Commissioner  to 

the  Exhibition  of  1851. 
%*  This   Guide  is  entirely  new,  and  contains  more  Facts  and  Anecdotes  than 
any  other  published.     The  materials  have  been  collected  by  a  well-known  French 
Author,  and  the  work  has  been  revised  by  Mr.  Cole. 


A  SEQUEL  TO  THE  "SHAM  8QUIKE." 
New  and   Enlarged  Edition,  Crown  8vo.,  boards,  2s.  6d. 

Ireland  before  the  Union.     With  Bevelations  from  the 

Unpublished  Diary  of  Lord  Clonmell.    By  W.  J.  FITZPATRICK,  J.P. 
This  day,  price  Is.,  160  pages, 

A  Visit  to  King   Theodore.     By  a  Traveller  returned 

from  Gondar.     With  a  characteristic  Pobtbait. 

%*  A  very  descriptive   and   amusing   account  of  the  Kin?  and  his  Court  by 
Mr.  HENRY  A.  BURETTE. 


A  VERY  USEFUL  BOOK. 
Now  ready,  in  Folio,  half-morocco,  cloth  sides,  7s.  6d. 

literary  Scraps,    Cuttings   from   Newspapers,  Extracts, 

Miscellanea,  &c.     A  Folio  Scrap-book  of  340  columns,  formed  for  the  recep- 
tion of  Cuttings,  &c.     With  Guards. 

*,*  A  most  useful  volume,  and  one  of  the  cheapest  ever  sold.    The  book  is  sure 
to  be  appreciated,  and  to  become  popular. 

A  MAGNIFICENT  WORK. 
Immediately,  in  Crown  4to.,  sumptuously  printed,  £7. 

Lives  of  the  S»aints.    With  50  exquisite  4to  Illuminations, 

mostly  coloured  by  hand  ;  the  Letterpress  within  Woodcut  Borders  of  beau- 
tiful design. 

*,*  The  illustrations  to  this  work  are  far  superior  to  anything  of  the  kind  eTer 
published  here  before. 

In  Crown  8vo.,  uniform  with  the  "  Slang  Dictionary,"  price  6s.  6d. 

Lost  Beauties   of  the  English  Language.    Kevived  and 

Revivable  in  England  and  America.  An  Appeal  to  Authors,  Poets,  Clergymen, 
and  Public  Speakers. 

"Ancient  words 
That  come  from  the  poetic  quarry 
As  sharp  as  swords." 

Hamilton's  JEputle  in  Allan  Jtamsay. 

John  Camden  Sotten,  74  ^  75,  Piccadilly,  London. 
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NEW  AND  GENUINE  BOOK  OF  HUMOUR. 
Uniform  with  Artemus  Ward.     Crown  8vo.,  toned  paper,  price  3s.  6d. 

Mr.  Sprouts  his  Opinions. 

*,*  Readers  who  found  amusement  in  Artemus  Ward's  droll  books  will  have  no 
cause  to  complain  of  this  humorous  production.  A  Costermonger  who  gets  into 
Parliament  and  becomes  one  of  the  most  "practical"  Members,  rivalHng  Bernal 
Osborne  in  his  wit  and  Roebuck  in  his  satire,  OUGHT  TO  BE  an  amusing  person. 

In  3  vols.  Crown  8to.,  £1.  lis.  6d. 

Melchior  Gorles.    By  Henry  Aitchenbie. 

The  Ne'v  Novel,  illustrative  of  "  Mesmeric  Influence,"  or  whatever  else  we  may 
choose  to  Term  that  strange  power  which  some  persons  exercise  over  others,  con- 
trolling without  being  seen,  ordering  in  silence,  and  enslaving  or  freeing  as  fancy 
or  will  may  dictate. 

*,*  "The  power  of  detaching  the  spirit  from  the  body,  of  borrowing  another's 
physical  courage,  returning  it  at  will  with  (or  without)  interest,  has  a  humorous 
audacity  of  conception  about  it." — Spectator. 

POPULAR  MEMOIR  OF  FARADAY. 
This  day.  Crown  8vo.,  toned  paper.  Portrait,  price  6d. 

Michael  Faraday.     Philosopher  and  Christian.    By  the 

Rev.  SAMUEL  MARTIN,  of  Westminster. 
%*  An  admirable  resume — designed  for  popular  reading — of  this  great  man's  life. 

Now  ready,  One  ShiDing  Edition  of 

IK'ever  Caught :  Personal  Adventures  in  Twelve  Successful 

Trips  in  Blockade  Running. 

%*  A  Volume  of  Adventure  of  thrilling  interest. 

FOLK-LORE,  LEGENDS,  PROVERBS  OP  ICELAND. 
Now  ready,  Cheap  Edition,  with  Map  and  Tinted  Illustrations,  2s.  6d, 

Oxonian  in  Iceland ;  with  Icelandic  Folk-Lore  and  Sagas. 

By  the  Rev.  FRED.  METCALFE,  M.A. 

*,*  A  very  amusing  Book  of  Travel. 

MR.  EDMUND  OLLIER'S  POEMS. 
This  day,  cloth  neat,  5s. 

Poems  from  the  Greek   Mythology,   and  Miscellaneous 

Poems.     By  EDMUND  OLLIER. 

"What  he  has  written  is  enough,  and  more  than  enough,  to  give  him  a  higl 
rank  amongst  the  most  successful  cultivators  of  the  English  JMuse." — Olobe, 

THE  NEW  RIDDLE  BOOK. 

New  Edition  of  "  An  awfully  Jolly  Book  for  Parties."     On  toned  paper,  cloth 
gilt,  7s.  6d. ;  cloth  gilt,  with  Illustration  in  Colours  by  G.  Dore,  8s.  6d. 

Puniana;  or,  Thoughts  Wise  and  Otherwise.     Best  Bool? 

of  Riddles  and  Puns  ever  formed.  With  nearly  100  exquisitely  fanciful  draw, 
ings.  Contains  nearly  3,0il0  of  the  best  Riddles  and  10,000  most  outragt-oui 
Puns,  and  it  is  believed  will  prove  to  be  one  of  the  most  popular  books  evei 
i?sued. 
Why  did  Da  ChaiUu  get  so  angry  when  he  was  chaffed  about  the  Gorilla  • 
Why  ?  we  ask. 

Why  is  a  chrysalis  like  a  hot  roll?  Ton  will  doubtless  remark,  "  Because  it't 
the  grub  that  makes  the  butter  fly  ! "    But  see  "  Puuiana." 

Why  is  a  wideawake  hat  so  called?  Because  it  never  had  a  nap,  and  nevei 
wants  one. 

John  Camden  Hotten,  74  4"  76>  Piccadilli/,  London. 
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A  BEPRODUCTION  IN  EXACT  FACSIMILE,  LETTER  FOR  LETTER,  OF 

THE  EXCESSIVELY  RARE  ORIGINAL  OP  SHAKESPEARE'S 

FAMOUS  PLAY, 

Much  Adoe  about  Nothing.    As  it  hath  been  sundrie  times 

publikely  acted  by  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lord  Chamberldine  his  seruanta. 
Written  by  WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE,  1600. 
*,*  Small  quarto,  on  fine  toned  paper,  half  bound  morocco,  Koxburghe  style, 
48.  6d.     (Original  price  10s.  6d.) 

Immediately,  in  Crown  4to.,  exquisitely  printed,  £3.  IDs. 

Saint  Ursula,  and  the  Story  of  the  11,000  Virgins,  now 

newly  told  by  THOMAS  WRIGHT,  F.S.A.     With  Twenty-five  FuU-page  -ito. 
Illuminated  Miniatures  from  the  Pictures  of  Cologne. 
%•  The  finest  book-paintings  of  the  kind  ever  published.    The  artist  has  just 
obtained  the  gold  prize  at  the  Paris  Exposition. 

New  Edition,  with  large  Additions,  15th  Thousand,  Crown  8vo.,  cloth,  6s.  6d. 

Slang  Dictionary.    With  Further  Particulars  of  Beggars' 

Marks. 
%*  "  Bkggaks'  Masks  upon  Hoitse  Coknrrs. — On  our  doorways,  and  on  our 
house  corners  and  gate  posts,  curious  chalk  marks  may  occasionally  be  observed, 
which,  although  meaningless  to  us,  are  full  of  suggestion  to  tramps,  beggars,  and 
pedlars.  Mr.  Hotteu  intends  giving,  in  the  new  edition  of  his  '  Slang  Dictionary' — 
the  fourth — some  extra  illustrations  descriptive  of  this  curious  and,  it  is  believed, 
ancient  method  of  communicating  the  charitable  or  ill-natured  inteiitions  of  house 
occupants ;  and  he  would  be  obliged  by  the  receipt,  at  74i,  PiccadLUy,  London,  of 
any  facts  which  might  assist  his  inquiry." — Note*  and  Queries. 


UNIFORM  WITH  ESSAYS  WRITTEN  IN  THE  "  INTERVALS  OF 

BUSINESS." 
This  day,  a  Choice  Book,  on  toned  paper,  6s. 

The  Collector.     Essays  on  Books,  Authors,  Ifewspapers, 

Pictures,  Inns,  Doctors,  Holidays,  &c.     Introduction  by  Dr.  DORaN. 
*,*  A  charming  volume  of  delightful  Essays,  with  exquisitely-engraved  Vignette 
of  an  Old-Book  Collector  busily  engaged  at  his  favourite  pursuit  of  book-bunting. 
The  work  is  a  companion  volume  to  Disraeli's  "  Curiosities  of  Literature,"  and  to 
the  more  recently  published  "  Book-Hunter,"  by  Mr.  John  HiU  Burton. 

"A    PERFECT     MARVEL    OF    CHEAPNESS." 
Five  of  Scott's  Novels,  complete,  for  3s.,  well  bound. 

Waverley  Novels.    "  Toned  Paper."     Five  Choice  Novels 

Complete  pob  33.,  cloth  extra,  850  pp.  This  very  handsome  Volume 
contains  unmutilated  and  Author's  Editions  of  Itanhob,  Old  Moetalitx. 
PoETUNEs  OP  Nigel,  Gut  Mannebing,  Beidb  of  Lammkbmooh. 

A.\so,  FIRST  SERIES,  Fifth  Thousand,  containing  Waveelet,  The  Moitastert, 
Bob  Roy,  Kenilwoeth,  The  Pieate.     All  complete  in  1  vol.,  cloth  neat,  33. 

A  GUIDE  TO  READING  OLD  MANUSCRIPTS,  RECORDS,  &c. 

Wright's  Court  Hand  Restored;   or.  Student's  Assistant 

in  Reading  Old  Deeds,  Charters,  Records,  &c.     Half-morocco,  10s.  bd. 
%*  A  New  Edition,  corrected,  of  an  invaluable  Work  to  all  who  have  occasio 
to  consult  old  MSS.,  Deeds,  Charters,  &e.     It  contains  a  Series  of  Facsimiles  of 
old  MSS.  from  the  time  of  the  Conqueror,  Tables  of  Contractions  and  Abbreviations, 
Ancient  Surnames,  &c. 
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OLD  ENGLISH  RELIGIOUS  BALLADS  AND  CAROLS. 

This  day,  in  Bmall  4to.,  with  very  beautiful  floriated  borders,  in  the  Renaissance 

style. 

Song's  of  the  Nativity.     An  entirely  New  Collection  of 

Old  Carols,  including  some  never  before  given  in  any  collection.     With  Music 

to  the  more   popular.      Edited   by  W.  H.  HUSK,  Librarian  to  the  Sacred 

Harmonic  Society.      In   charmingly  appropriate  cloth,  gilt,  and  admirably 

adapted  for  bmding  in  antique  calf  or  morocco,  128.  6d. 

%*  A  volume  which  will  not  be  without  peculiar  interest  to  lovers  of  Ancient 

English  Poutet,  and  to  admirers  of  our  National  Sacred  Music.     The  work  forms 

a  handsome  square  8vo.,  and  has  been  printed  with  beautiful  floriated  borders  by 

Whittingham  &  Wilkins.     The  Carols  embrace  the  joyous  and  festive  songs  of  the 

olden  time,  as  well  as  those  sacred  melodies  which  have  maintained  their  popularity 

Irom  a  period  long  before  the  Reformation. 

"  DOES  FOR  WINCHESTER  WHAT  '  TOM  BROWN '  DID  FOR  RUGBY." 
This  day,  Crovvu  8vo.,  handsomely  printed,  73.  6d., 

School  Life  at  Winchester;   or,  the  Reminiscences  of  a 

Wmchester  Junior.     By  the  Author  of  the  "  Log  of  the  Water  Lily."     With 
numerous  illustrations,  exquisitely  coloured  after  the  original  drawings. 

ANGLICAN  CHURCH  ORNAMENTS. 

This  day,  thick  8vo.,  with  illustrations,  price  ISs. 

English  Church  Furniture,  Ornaments,  and  Decorations, 

at  the  Period  of  the  Reformation.     Edited  by  ED.  PEACOCK,  F.S.A. 
"  Very  curious  as  showmg  what  articles  of  church  furniture  were  in  those  days 
considered  to  be  idolatrous  or  unnecessary.     The  work,  of  which  only  a  limited 
number  has  been  printed,  is  of  the  highest  interest  to  those  who  take  part  in  the 
present  Ritual  discussion." — See  Eeviews  in  the  Religious  Journals, 

NEW  BOOK  BY  THE  "  ENGLISH  GUSTAVE   DORE."— COMPANION  TO 
THE    "HATCHET-THROWERS." 

This  day,  4to.,  lUustrations,  coloured,  7s.  6d. ;  plain,  5s. 

Legends  of  Savage  Life.  By  James  Greenwood,  the  famous 

Author  of  "A  Night  in  a  Workhouse."    With  36  inimitably  droll  Illustrations 
drawn  and  coloured  by  Ebnest  Geiset,  the  "  English  Gustave  T>oi6." 

%*  Headers  who  found  amusement  in  the  "  Hatchet-Throwers  "  wiU  not  regret 
any  acquaintance  they  may  torm  with  this  comical  work.  The  pictures  are  among 
the  most  surprising  which  have  come  from  this  artist's  pencil. 

COMPANION  VOLUME  TO  "  LEECH'S  PICTURES." 
This  day,  oblong  4to.,  a  handsome  volume,  half  morocco,  price  128. 

Seymour's  Sketches.    The  Book  of  Cockney  Sports,  Whims, 

and  Oddities.     Nearly  200  highly  amusing  Illustrations. 

%*  A  reissue  of  the  famous  pictorial  comicalities  which  were  so  popular  thirty 
years  ago.  The  volume  is  admirably  adapted  for  a  table-book,  and  the  pictures 
will  doubtless  again  meet  with  that  popularity  which  was  extended  towards  them 
when  the  artist  projected  with  Mr.  Dickens  the  famous  "  Pickwick  Papers." 

MR.  SWINBURNE'S  NEW  WORK. 
This  day,  in  Demy  8vo.,  pp.  350,  price  16s. 

William  Blake  ;  Artist  and  Poet.    A  Critical  Essay.    By 

ALGERNON  CHARLES  SWINBURNE. 
•»•  The  coloured  illustrations  to  this  book  have  all  been  prepared,  by  a  careful 
hand,  from  the  original  drawings  painted  by  Blake  and  hia  wife,  and  are  very 
different  from  ordinary  book  illustrations. 

John  iQvnden  HoUen.  /4  ^  75,  Piccadilly,  London. 


NEW  BOOKS. 


RECENT     POETRY. 


MR.  SWINBURNE'S  NEW  POEM. 
This  day,  fcap.   8vo.  toned  paper,  cloth,  3s.  6d, 

A  Song  of  Italy.    By  Algernon  Charles  Swinburne. 

*,*  The  Athenaum  remarks  of  this  poem : — "  Seldom  has  such  a  chant  been 
heard,  so  full  of  glow,  strength,  and  colour." 


Mr.  Swinburne's  "Poems  and  Ballads." 

NOTICE. — The  Fuhlisher  begs  to  inform  the  very  many  persons  who  have  inquired 
after  this  remarkable  Work  that  copies  may  now  be  obtained  at  all  Booksellert, 
price  9s. 

Mr.  Swinburne's  Notes  on  his  Poems  and  on  the  Keviews 

which  have  appeared  upon  them,  is  now  ready,  price  Is. 


Also  New  and  Revised  Editions. 

Atalanta  in  Calydon.    By  Algernon  Charles  Swinburne. 

6s. 

Chastelard:  a  Tragedy.    By  A.  C.  Swinburne.    7s. 
Eossetti's  Criticism  on  Swinburne's  *'  Poems."    3s.  6d. 

UNIFORM  WITH  MR.  SWINBURNE'S  POEMS. 
In  fcap.  8vo.,  price  Ss. 

Walt  Whitman's  Poems.    (Leaves  of  Grass,  Brum-taps,  &c.) 

Selected  and  Edited  by  WILLIAM  MICHAEL  ROSSETTI. 

*j,*  For  twelve  years  the  American  poet  Whitman  has  been  the  object  of  wide- 
spread detraction  and  of  concentrated  admiration.  The  admiration  continues  to 
gain  ground,  as  evidenced  of  late  by  papers  in  the  American  Round  Table,  in  the 
London  Efview,  in  the  Fortnightly  Renieiv  by  Mr.  M.  D.  Conway,  in  the  Broadway 
by  Mr,  Robert  Buchanan,  and  in  the  Chronicle  by  the  editor  of  the  selection  announced 
above,  as  also  by  the  recent  publication  of  Whitman's  last  poem,  from  advance 
sheets,  in  Tinsleys'  Magazine. 

In  preparation,  small  4to.  elegant. 

Carols  of  Cockayne.    By  Henry  S.  Leigh.    [Vers  de  Societe' 

and  humorous  pieces  descriptive  of  London  life.]    With  numerous  exquisite 
little  designs,  by  Alfbed  Concannbn. 

Now  ready,  price  3s.  6d. 

The  Prometheus  Bound  of  ^schylus.    Translated  in  the 

Original  Metres.    By  C.  B.  Caylbt,  B.A. 

Now  ready,  4to.  lOs.  6d.,  on  toned  paper,  very  elegant. 

Bianca:  Poems  and  Ballads.    By  Edward  Brennan. 

Now  ready,  cloth,  price  Ss. 

Poems  from  the  Greek  Mythology:  and  Miscellaneous 

Poems.    By  Edmund  Ollieb. 

John  Camden  Hotten,  74  it  ?5,  Ficcadilly,  London. 
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Poems. 

In  crown  8vo.  toned  paper. 

By  P.  F.  Roe. 

In  crown  8vo.  handsomely  printed. 

The  Idolatress,  and  other  Poems.    By  Dr.  Wills,  Author 

of  "  Dramatic  Scenes,"  "  The  Disembodied,"  and  of  various  Poetical  contribu- 
tions to  Blackwood's  Magazine, 

HOTTEN'S  AUTHORIZED  ONLY  COMPLETE  EDITIONS. 
This  day,  on  toned  paper,  price  6d. ;  by  post,  7d. 

Hotten's  New  Book  of  Humour.    **  Artemus  Ward  Among 

the  Fenians." 

This  day,  4th  edition,  on  tinted  paper,  bound  in  cloth,  neat,  price  38.  6d.;  by  post, 

3s.  lOd. 

Hotten's  "Artemus  Ward:   His  Book."     The  Author's 

Enlarged  Edition  ;  containing,  in  addition  to  the  following  edition,  two  extra 
chapters,  entitled  "  The  Draft  in  Baldinsville,  with  Mr.  Ward's  Private  Opinion 
concerning  Old  Bachelors,"  and  "  Mr.  W.'s  Visit  to  a  GrafEck"  (Soiree). 

%*  "  We  never,  not  even  in  the  pages  of  our  best  humorists,  read  anything  so 
laughable  and  so  shrewd  as  we  have  seen  in  this  book  by  the  mirthful  Artemus." — 
Public  Opinion. 

New  edition,  this  day,  price  Is.;  by  post.  Is.  2d. 

Hotten's  "Artemus  Ward:  His  Book."    A  Cheap  Edition, 

without  extra  chapters,  with  portrait  of  author  on  paper  cover.  Is. 

*,*  Notice. — Mr.  Hotten's  Edition  is  the  only  one  published  in  this  country 
with  the  sanction  of  the  author.  Every  lopy  contains  A.  Ward's  signature.  The 
Saturdai/  Sevieu)  of  October  21st  says  of  Mr.  Hotten's  edition  :  "  The  author  com- 
bines the  powers  of  Thackerav  with  those  of  Albert  Smith.  The  salt  is  rubbed  in 
by  a  native  hand — one  which  has  the  gift  of  tickling." 

This  day,  crown  8vo.,  toned  paper,  cloth,  price  33.  6d.;  by  post,  3s.  lOd. 

Hotten's    "Artemus    Ward:    His    Travels  Among    the 

Mormons  and  on  the  Rampage."  Edited  by  E.  P.  KINGSTON,  the  Agent 
and  Companion  of  A.  Ward  whilst  "  on  the  Rampage." 

•,*  Notice. — Readers  of  Artemus  Ward's  droll  books  are  informed  that  an 
Illustrated  Edition  of  His  Travels  is  now  ready,  containing  numerous  Comic 
Pictures,  representing  the  different  scenes  and  events  in  Artemus  Ward's 
Adventures. 

This  day,  cheap  edition,  in  neat  wrapper,  price  Is. 

Hotten's    "Artemus    Ward:     His    Travels    Among    the 

Mormons."  The  New  Shilling  Edition,  with  Ticket  of  Admission  to  Mormon 
Lecture. 

THE  CHOICEST  HUMOROUS  POETRY  OF  THE  AGE. 

Hotten's  "Biglow  Papers."    By  James  Eussell  Lowell. 

Price  Is. 

*,*  This  Edition  has  been  edited,  with  additional  Notes  explanatory  of  the 
persons  and  subjects  mentioned  therein,  and  is  the  only  complete  and  correct 
edition  pubUshed  in  this  country. 

"  The  celebrated  '  Biglow  Papers.'  " — Times. 

John  Camden  Hotten,  74  ^  75,  Piccadilly,  London. 
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Biglow  Papers.    Another  Edition,  with  Coloured  Plates 

by  Geobge  Ceuikshank,  bound  in  cloth,  neat,  price  3s.  6d. 
Handsomely  printed,  square  12mo., 

Advice    to    Parties    About    to    Marry.      A    Series    of 

Instructions  in  Jest  and  Earnest.  By  the  Hon.  HUGH  KOWLEY,  and  illus- 
trated with  numerous  comic  designs  from  his  pencil. 

AN  EXTEAORDINAKY  BOOK. 
Beautifully  printed,  thick  8to.,  new,  half  morocco,  Eoxburghe,  123.  6d. 

Hotten's  Edition  of  "Contes  Drolatiques"  (Droll  Tales 

collected  from  the  Abbeys  of  Loraine).  Par  BALZAC.  With  Four  Hundred 
and  Twenty-live  Marvellous,  Extravagant,  and  Fantastic  Woodcuts  by  Gustatb 
DoEi. 

%•  The  most  singular  designs  ever  attempted  by  any  artist.  This  book  is  a  fund 
of  amusement.  So  crammed  is  it  with  pictures  that  even  the  contents  ar«  adorned 
with  thirty-three  illustrations.  Direct  application  must  be  made  to  Mr.  Kottenfor 
thin  work. 

THE  ORIGINAL  EDITION  OF  JOE  MILLER'S  JESTS.    1739.    Price  93.  6d. 

Joe  Miller's  Jests :  or,  the  Wit's  Vade-Mecum ;  a  Collection 

of  the  most  brilliant  Jests,  politest  Repartees,  most  elegant  Bons  Mots,  and 
most  pleasant  short  Stories  in  the  English  Language.  An  interesting  specimen 
of  remarkable  facsimile,  8vo.,  half  morocco,  price  93.  6d.  London :  printed 
by  T.  Bead,  1739. 

Only  a  very  few  copies  of  this  humorous  book  have  been  reproduced. 
This  day,  handsomely  printed  on  toned  paper,  price  3s.  6d. ;  cheap  edition.  Is. 

Hotten's  "Josh  Billings:  His  Book  of  Sayings;"    with 

Introduction  by  E.  P.  HINGSTON,  companion  of  Artemus  Ward  when  on 
his  "  Travels." 

*„•  For  many  years  past  the  sayings  and  comicalities  of  *'Josh  Billings"  have 
been  quoted  in  our  newspapers.  Hia  humour  is  of  a  quieter  kind,  more  aphoristi- 
cally  comic,  than  the  fun  and  drollery  of  the  "  delicious  Artemus,"  as  Charles 
Eeade  styles  the  Showman.  If  Artemus  Ward  may  be  called  the  comic  story-teller 
of  his  time,  "Josh"  can  certainly  be  dubbed  the  comic  essayist  of  his  day. 
Although  promised  some  time  ago,  Mr.  Billings'  "  Book  "  has  only  just  appeared, 
but  it  contains  all  his  best  and  most  mirth-provoking  articles. 

This  day,  in  three  vols,  crown  8vo.,  cloth,  neat. 

Orpheus  C.  Kerr  Papers.    The  Original  American  Edition, 

in  Three  Series,  complete.  Three  vols.,  8vo.,  cloth;  sells  at  JEl.  23.  6d.,  now 
specially  oflered  at  ISs. 

%•  A  most  mirth-provoking  work.  It  was  first  introduced  into  this  country  by 
the  Enghsh  ofiicers  who  were  quartered  during  the  late  war  on  the  Canadian 
frontier.  They  found  it  one  of  the  drollest  pieces  of  composition  they  had  ever 
met  with,  and  so  brought  copies  over  for  the  delectation  of  their  friends. 

Orpheus  C.  Kerr  [Office  Seeker]   Papers.     First  Series, 

Edited  by  E.  P.  HINGSTON.     Price  Is. 

THACKERAY  AND  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK. 

In  small  8vo.,  cloth,  very  neat,  price  43.  6d. 

Thackeray's  Humour.   Illustrated  by  the  Pencil  of  George 

CRUIKSH.\NK.  Twenty-four  Humorous  Designs  evecuted  by  this  inimi- 
table artist  in  the  year  1839-40,  as  illustrations  to  "The  Fatal  Boots"  and 
"  The  Diary  of  Barber  Cox,"  with  letterpress  descriptions  suggested  by  the 
late  Mr.  '1  hackeray. 

John  Camden  Sotten,  74  ^  75,  Piccadilly,  London. 
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THE  ENGLISH  GUSTAVE  DOKE. 

This  day,  in  4to.,  handsomely  printed,  cloth  gilt,  price  7a.  6d.;  with  plates 

uncoloured,  68. 

The   Hatchet-Throwers ;    with    Thirty-six    Illustrations, 

coloured  after  the  Inimitably  Grotesque  Drawings  of  Eenest  Geisex. 

*,*  Comprises  the  astonishing  adventures  of  Three  Ancient  Mariners,  the 
Brothers  Brass  of  Bristol,  Mr.  Corker,  and  Mungo  Midge, 

"  A  Munchausen  sort  of  book.  The  drawings  by  M.  Griset  are  very  powerful 
and  eccentric." — Saturday  Review. 

This  day,  in  Crown  8vo.,  uniform  with  "  Biglow  Papers,"  price  Ss.  6d. 

Wit  and  Humour    By  the  "Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast 

Table."     A  volume  of  delightfully  humorous  Poems,  very  similar  to  the  mirth- 
ful verses  of  Tom  Hood.     Readers  will  not  be  disappointed  with  this  work. 

Cheap  edition,  handsomely  printed,  price  Is. 

Vere  Vereker :   a  Comic   Story,  by  Thomas  Hood,  with 

Punning  Illustrations.     By  William  BHUNTOif. 
*»*  One  of  the  most  amusing  volumes  which  have  been  published  for  a  long 
time.     Fur  a  piece  of  broad  humour,  of  the  highly-aensational  kind,  it  is  perhaps 
the  best  piece  of  literary  fun  by  Tom  Hood. 

Immediately,  at  all  the  Libraries. 

Cent,  per  Cent. :  a  Story  written  upon  a  Bill  Stamp.    By 

BLANCHARD   JERROLD.      With  numerous   coloured   illustrations  in  the 
style  of  the  late  Mr.  Leech's  charming  designs. 

*,*  A  Story  of  "  The  Vampires  of  London,"  as  they  were  pithily  termed  in  a 
recent  notorious  case,  and  one  of  undoubted  interest. 

AN  ENTIRELY  NEW  BOOK  OF  DELIGHTFUL  FAIRY  TALES. 

Now  ready,  square  12mo.,  handsomely  printed  on  toned  paper,  in  cloth,  green 
and  pold,  price  48.  6d.  plain,  5s.  6d.  coloured  (by  post  6d.  extra). 

Family  Fairy  Tales:  or,  Glimpses  of  Elfland  at  Heatherston 

Hall.      Edited   by   CHOLMONDELEY    PENNELL,   Author  of  "Puck  on 
Pcfjasus,"  &c.,  adorned  with  beautiful  pictures  of  "  My  Lord  Lion,"  "King 
Uggermugger,"  and  other  great  folks. 
*^*  This  charming  volume  of  Original  Tales  has  been  universally  praised  by  the 
critical  press. 

Pansie:    a   Child    Story,   the    Last    Literary    Effort    of 

Nathaniel  Hawthorne.    12mo.,  price  6d. 

Rip  Van  "Winkle :   and  the   "  Story  of  Sleepy  Hollow." 

By  WASHINGTON   IRVING.      Foolscap  8vo.,  very  neatly  printed  on  toned 
paper,  illustrated  cover,  6d. 

Anecdotes  of  the  Green  Room  and  Stage ;  or.  Leaves  from 

an  Actor's  Note-Book,  at  Home  and  Abroad.    By  GEORGE  VANDENHOFF. 

Post  8vo,,  pp.  336,  price  28. 
%•  Includes  original  anecdotes  of  the  Keans  (father  and  son),  the  two  Kembles, 
Macready,  Cooke,  Liston,  Farren,  Elliston,  Braham  and  his  Sons,  Phelps,  Buck- 
stone,  Webster,  Charles  Matthews,  Siddona,  Vestris,  Helen  Faucit,  Mrs.  Nisbet, 
Miss  Cushman,  Miss  O'Neil,  Mrs.  Glover,  Mrs.  Charles  Kean,  Rachel,  Ristori,  and 
many  other  dramatic  celebrities. 

John  Camden  Hotten,  74  Sf  75,  Ficcadilly,  London. 
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Berjeau's  (P.  C.)  Book  of  Dogs :  the  Varieties  of  Dog's  as 

they  are  fouud  in  Old  Sculptures,   fictures,   Engravings,  and   Books.     1865. 

Half-morocco,  the  sides  richly  lettered  with  gold,  73.  6d. 
*,*  la  this  very  interesting  volume  are  52  plates,  facsimiled  from  rare  old  En- 
gravings, Pain\ings,  Sculptures,  &c.,  in  which  may  be  traced  over  100  varieties  of 
dogs  known  to  the  ancients. 

This  day,  elegautly  primed,  pp.  96,  wrapper  Is.,  cloth  2s.,  post  free. 

Carlyle  on  the  Choice  of  Books.     The  Inaugural  Address 

of  THOMAS  CARLYLE,  with  Memoir,  Anecdotes,  Two  Portraits,  and  View 
of  his  House  iu  Chelsea.  The  "Address"  is  reprinted  from  The  Times," 
carefully  compared  with  twelve  other  reports,  and  is  believed  to  be  the  most 
accurate  yet  printed. 

•„*  The  leader  in  the  Daily  Telegraph,  April  25th,  largely  quotes  from  the  above 
"  Memoir  " 

In  Fcap.  8vo.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  beautifully  printed. 

Gcg  and  Magog ;  or,  the  History  of  the  Guildhall  Giants. 

With  some  Account  of  the  Giants  which  guard  English  and  Continental  Cities. 
By  F.  W.  FAIRHOLT,  F.S.A.  With  Illustrations  on  Wood  by  the  author, 
coloured  and  plain. 

•»*  The  critiques  which  have  appeared  upon  this  amusing  little  work  have  been 
uniformly  favourable.  The  Art  Journal  says,  in  a  long  article,  that  it  thoroughly 
explains  who  these  old  giants  were,  the  position  they  occupied  iu  popular  mytho- 
logy, the  origin  of  their  names,  and  a  score  of  other  matters,  all  of  much  interest 
in  throwing  a  light  upon  fabulous  portions  of  our  history. 

Now  ready,  handsomely  prmted,  price  Is.  6d. 

Hints  on  Hats;  adapted  to  the  Heads  of  the  People. 

By  HENRy   MELTON,  of  Regent  Street.    With  curious  woodcuts  of  the 

various  style  of  Hats  worn  at  ditierent  periods. 
•»•  Anecdotes  of  eminent  and  fashionable  personages  are  given,  and  a  fund  of 
interesting  information  relative  to  the  History  of  Costume  and  change  of  tastes 
may  be  found  scattered  through  its  pages. 

This  day,  handsomely  bound,  pp.  550,  price  78.  6d. 

History  of  Playing  Cards:  with  Anecdotes  of  their  Use  in 

Ancient  and  Modern  Games,  Conjuring,  Fortune-TelHng,  and  Card-sharping. 
With  Siity  curious  illustrations  on  toned  paper.  Skill  and  Sleight-of-Hand  ; 
Gambling  and  Calculation  ;  Cartomancy  and  Cheating ;  Old  Games  and 
Gaming- Houses;  Card  Revels  and  Blind  Hookey;  Piquet  and  Vingt-et-un ; 
Whist  and  Cribbage  ;  Old-fashioned  Tricks. 
"A  highly-interesting  volume." — Morning  Post. 

This  day,  in  2  vols.,  8vo.,  very  handsomely  printed,  price  163. 
THE  HOUSEHOLD  STORIES  OF  ENGLAND. 

Popular  Eomances  of  the  West  of  England ;  or,  the  Drolls 

of  Old  Cornwall.    CoUected  and  edited  by  ROBERT  HUNT,  F.R.S. 

For  an  analysis  of  this  important  work  see  printed  description,  which  may  be 
obtained  gratis  at  the  publisher's. 

Many  of  the  stories  are  remarkable  for  their  wild  poetic  beanty  ;  others  surprise 
us  by  their  quaintness  ;  whilst  others,  again,  show  forth  a  tragic  force  which  can 
only  be  associated  with  those  rude  ages  which  existed  long  before  the  period  of 
authentic  history. 

Mr.  George  Cruikshank  has  supplied  two  wonderful  pictures  as  illustrations  to 
the  work.     One  is  a  portrait  of  Giant  Bolster,  a  personage  twelve  miles  high. 

^  John  Camden  Holten,  74  iSf  75,  Ficcadilly,  London. 


12  NEW  BOOKS. 


Pp.  336,  handsomely  printed,  cloth  extra,  price  3s.  6d. 

Holidays  with  Hobgoblins ;  or,  Talk  of  Strange  Things. 

By  DUDLEY  COSTELLO.  With  humorous  engravings  by  Gkokgb 
Crtjikshane.  Amongst  the  chapters  may  be  enumerated  :  Shaving  a  Ghost; 
Superstitions  and  Traditions  ;  Monsters;  the  Ghost  of  Pit  Pond;  the  Watcher 
of  the  Dead ;  the  Haunted  House  near  Hampstead  ;  Dragons,  Gritfins,  and 
Salamanders  ;  Alchemy  and  Gunpowder  ;  Mother  Shipton  ;  Bird  History  ; 
Witchcraft  and  Old  Boguey  ;  Crabs  ;  Lobsters  ;  the  Apparition  of  Monsieur 
Bodry. 

SUPPLEMENTAEY  VOLUME  TO  HONE'S  WORKS. 
In  preparation,  thick  8vo.,  uniform  with  "  Year-Book,"  pp.  800. 

Hone's  Scrap   Book.     A   Supplementary   Volume  to  the 

"  Every-Day  Book."  the  "Year-Book,"  and  the  "Table-Book."  From  the 
MSS.  of  the  late  WILLIAM  HONE,  with  upwards  of  One  Hundred  and  Fifty 
engravings  of  curious  or  eccentric  objects. 

BAHNUM'S  NEW  BOOK. 

Humbugs  of  the  World.    By  P.  T.  Barnum.    Pp.  320. 

crown  8vo.,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

"  A  most  vivacious  book,  and  a  very  readable  one." — Globe. 
"The  history  of  Old  Adams  and  his  grisly  bears  is  inimitable." — AthentBum. 
"A  History  of  Humbugs  by  the  Prince  of  Humbugs!    What  book  can  be  more 
promising?  " — Saturday  Review. 

A  KEEPSAKE  FOE  SMOKERS. 

This  day,  4Smo.,  beautifully  printed  from  silver-faced  type,  cloth,  very  neat, 

gUt  edges,  price  2s.  6d. 

Smoker's    Text    Book.     By   J.    Hamer,    F.E.S.I.     This 

exquisite  little  volume  comprises  the  moat  importaut  passages  from  the  works 
of  eminent  men  written  in  favour  of  the  much-abused  weed.     Its  compOation 
was  suggested  by  a  remark  made  by  Sir  Bulwer  Lytton  : — 
"  A  pipe  is  a  great  comforter,  a  pleasant  soother.    The  man  who  smokes  thinks 
like  a  sage  and  acts  like  a  Samaritan." 

*,*  A  few  copies  have  been  choicely  bound  in  calf  antique  and  morocco,  price 
10s.  6d.  each. 

A  NEW  BOOK  BY  THE  LATE  MR.  THACKERAY. 

The  student's  Quarter;  or,  Paris  Life  Five-and-Twenty 

Years  Since.  By  the  late  WILLIAM  MAKEPEACE  THACKERAY.  With 
numerous  coloured  illustrations  after  designs  made  at  the  time. 

•,*  For  these  interesting  sketches  of  French  literature  and  art,  made  im- 
mediately after  the  Revolution  of  1830,  the  reading  world  is  indebted  to  a  gentlemen 
in  Paris,  who  has  carefully  preserved  the  original  papers  up  to  the  present  time. 

Thackeray:  the  Humorist  and  the  Man  of  Letters,     The 

Story  of  his  Life  and  Literary  Labours.    With  some  particulars  of  his  Early 

Career  never  before  made  public.     By  THEODORE  TAYLOR,  Esq.,  Membre 

de  la  Societe  des  gens  de  Lettres.     Price  7s.  6d. 

•,*  Illustrated  with  Photographic  Portrait  (one  of  the  most  characteristic  known 

to  have  been  taken)  by  Ernest  Edwards,  B.A.  ;  view  of  Mr.  Thackeray's  House, 

built  after  a  favourite  design  of  the  great  novelist's  ;  facsimile  of  his  Handwriting, 

long  noted  in  London  literary  circles  for  its  exquisite  neatness  ;  and  a  curious  life 

sketch  of  his  Coat  of  Arms,  a  pen  and  pencil  humorously  introduced  as  the  crest, 

the  motto,  "  Nobilitas  est  sola  virtus  "  (Virtue  is  the  sole  nobihty). 

■John  Camden  Hotten,  74  Sf  75,  Piccadilly,  London. 
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This  day,  neatly  printed,  price  Is.  6d. ;  by  post  Is.  8d. 

Mental    Exertion :    its  Influence   on    Health.     By  Dr. 

BRIGHAM.       Edited,  with  additional  Notes,  by  Dr.  ARTHUR  LEARED, 
Phvsicianto  the  Great  Northern   Hospital.      This  is  a  highly  important  little 
book,  showing  how  far  we  may  educate  the  mind  without  injuring  the  body. 
*  *  The  recent  untimely  deaths  of  Admiral  Fitzroy  and  Mr.  Prescott,  whose 

minds  gave  way  under  excessive  mental  exertion,  fully  illustrate  the  importance 

of  the  subject. 

EVERY  HOUSEKEEPER  SHOULD  POSSESS  A  COPY. 
Now  ready,  in  cloth,  price  23.  6d. ;  by  post  2s.  8d. 

The  Housekeeper's  Assistant;  a  Collection  of  the  most 

valuable   Recipes,   carefully   written    down  for  future  use,   by  Mrs.   B 

during  her  forty  years'  active  service. 
As  much  as  two  guineas  has  been  paid  for  a  copy  of  this  invaluable  little  work. 


How  to  See  Scotland ;  or,  a  Fortnight  in  the  Highlands 

for  £6. 

A  plain  and  practical  guide. — Price  Is. 

Now  ready,  8to.,  price  Is. 

List  of  British  Plants.    Compiled  and  Arranged  by  Alex 

More,  F.L.S. 
%*  This  comparative  List  of  British  Plants  was  drawn  up  for  the  use  of  the 
country  botanist,  to  show  the  difiereaces  in  opinion  which  exist  betvveen  different 
authors  as  to  the  number  of  species  which  ought  to  be  reckoned  within  the  compass 
of  the  Jlora  of  Great  Britain. 

Now  ready,  price  23.  6d. ;  by  post  28.  lOd. 

Dictionary  of  the  Oldest  Words  in  the  English  Language. 

from  the  Semi-Saxon  Period  of  a.d.  1250  to  1300 ;  consisting  of  an  Alphabetical 
Inventory  of  Every  Word  found  in  the  Printed  English  Literature  of  the  13th 
Century,  by  the  late  HERBERT  COLERIDGE,  Secretary  to  the  Philological 
Society.  8vo.,  neat  half  morocco. 
%*  An  invaluable  work  to  historical  students  and  those  interested  in  linguistic 
pursuits. 

The  School  and  College  Slang  of  England;  or,  Glossaries 

of  the  Words  and  Phrases  peculiar  to  the  Six  great  Educational  Estabhshments 
of  the  country. — Preparing. 

This  day,  in  Crown  8vo.,  handsomely  printed,  price  73.  6d. 

Glossary  of  all  the  Words,  Phrases,  and  Customs  peculiar 

to  Winchester  College. 

See  "  School  Life  at  Winchester  College,"  recently  published. 


Rohson;   a  Sketch,  by  Augustus  Sala.     An  Interesting 

Biography,  with  Sketches  of  his  famous  characters,  "  Jem  Bagjs,"  "  Boots  at 
the  Swan,"  "  The  Yellow  Dwarf,"  "  Daddy  Hardacre,"  &o.     Price  6d. 

In  preparation,  Crown  8vo.,  handsomely  printed. 

The  Curiosities  of  Flagellation:  an  Anecdotal  History 

of  the  Birch  in  Ancient  and  Modern  Times  :  its  Use  as  a  Religious  Stimulant, 
and  as  a  Corrector  of  Morals  in  all  A  ges.  AVith  some  quaint  illustrations.  By 
J.  G.  BEKTRAND,  Author  of  "  The  Harvest  of  the  Sea,"  &c. 

John  Camden  Sotten,  74i  4"  75,  Piccadilly,  London, 


14  NEW  BOOKS. 


In  1  vol.,  with  300  Drawings  from  Nature,  2s.  6d.  plain,  4s.  6d.  coloured  by  hand. 

The  Young  Botanist:    a  Popular  Guide  to  Elementary 

Botany.     By  T.  S.  KALPH,  of  the  Linnrean  Society. 
*,*  An  excellent  book  for  the  young  beginner.    The  objects  selected  as  iUnstra- 
tions  are  either  easy  of  access  as  specimens  of  wild  plants,  or  are  common  in 
gardens. 

Common  Prayer.  Illustrated  by  Holbein  and  Albert  Durer. 

With  Wood  Engravings  of  the  "  Life  of  Christ,"  rich  woodcut  border  on  every 
page  of  Fruit  and  Flowers ;  also  the  Dunce  of  Denth,  a  singularly  curious 
series  after  Holbein,  with  Scriptural  Quotations  and  L^roverbs  in  the  Margin. 
Square  8vo.,  cloth  neat,  exquisitely  printed  on  tinted  paper,  price  8s.  (id. ;  in 
dark  morocco,  very  plain  and  neat,  with  block  in  the  Elizabethan  style 
impressed  on  the  sides,  gilt  edges,  16s.  6d. 

Apply  direct  for  this  exquisite  volume. 

AN  APPROPRIATE  BOOK  TO  ILLUMINATE. 

*,*  The  attention  of  those  who  practise  the  beautiful  art  of  Illuminating  is 
requested  to  the  following  sumptuous  volume : — 

The  Presentation  Book  of  Common  Prayer.     Illustrated 

with  Elegant  Ornamental  Borders  in  reri  and  black,  from  "  Books  of  Hours  " 
and  Illuraiiiated  Missals,  by  GEOFFREY  TORY.  One  of  the  most  tasteful  and 
beautilul  books  erer  printed.     May  now  be  seen  at  all  booksellers. 

Although  the  price  is  only  a  tew  shillings  (7s.  6d.  in  plain  cloth ;  8s.  6d.  antique 
do.;  14s.  nd.  morocco  extra),  this  edition  is  so  prized  by  artists  that,  at  ihe 
South  Kensington  and  other  important  Art  Schools,  copies  are  kept  for  the 
use  of  students. 

Now  ready,  in  8vo.,  on  tinted  paper,  nearly  350  pages,  very  neat,  price  5s. 

Family    History  of   the  JBng-lish    Counties:  Descriptive 

Account  of  Twenty  Thousand   most   Curious  and   Rare   Books,  Old  Tracts, 

Ancient    Manuscripts,    Engravings,    and    Privately-printed    Family    Papers, 

relating  to  the  History  of  almost  every  Landed  Estate  and  Old  Enghsh  Family 

in  the  Country  ;  interspersed  with  nearlv  Two  Thousand  Original  Anecdotes, 

Topographical  and  Antiquarian  Notes.   'By  JOHN  CAMDEN  HOTTEN. 

By  far  the  largest  collection   of  English   and  W^elsh   Topography   and   Family 

History  ever  formed.     Each  article  has  a  small  price  alKxed  for  the  convenience  of 

those  who  may  desire  to  po-sess  any  book  or  tract  that  interests  them. 

AN  INTERESTING  VOLUME  TO  ANTIQUARIES. 
Now  ready,  4to.,  half  morocco,  handsomely  printed,  price  7s.  6d. 

Army  Lists  of  the  Roundheads  and  Cavaliers  in  the  Civil 

War. 
*,*  These  most  curious  Lists  show  on  which  side  the  gentlemen  of  England  were 
to  be  found  dunng  the  great  confiiot  between  the  King  and  the  Parhament.     Only 
a  very  few  copies  have  been  most  carefully  reprmted  on  paper  that  will  gladden  the 
heart  of  the  lover  of  choice  books. 

Folio,  exquisitely  printed  on  toned  paper,  with  numerous  Etchings,  &c.,  price  283. 

Millais  Family,  the  Lineage  and  Pedigree  of,  recording 

its  History  from  1331  to  1865,  by  J.  B.  Payne,  with  Illustrations  from  Designs 

by  the  Author. 

%*  Of  this  beautiful  volume  only  sixty  copies  have  been  privately  printed  for 

presents  to  the  several  members  of  the  family.     The  work  is  magnificently  bound  in 

blue  and  gold.     These  are  believed  to  be  the  only  etchings  of  an  heraldic  character 

ever  designed  and  engraved  by  the  distinguished  artist  of  the  name. 

Apply  direct/or  ihia  vcork. 

John  Camden  Hotten,  74  Jjf  75,  Ficcadilly,  London. 
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Now  ready,  12mo.,  yery  choicely  printed,  price  63.  6d. 

London  Directory  for  1'77,  the  Earliest  Known  list  of 

the  London  Merchants.     See  Review  in  the  Times,  Jan.  22. 

%'  This  curious  little  volume  has  been  reprinted  verbatim  from  one  of  the  only 
two  copies  known  to  be  in  existence.  It  contains  an  Introduction  pointing  out 
some  of  the  principal  persons  mentioned  in  the  list.  For  historical  and  genea- 
logical purposes  the  little  hook  is  of  the  greatest  v«lne.  Herein  will  be  found  the 
originators  of  many  of  the  great  firms  and  co-partnersliips  which  ha^e  prospered 
through  two  pregnant  centuries,  and  vThich  exist  some  of  them  in  nearly  the  same 
names  at  this  d  y.  Its  most  distinctive  feature  is  the  ewrly  severance  which  it 
marks  of  "goldsmiths  that  keep  running  cashes,"  precursors  of  the  modern 
bankers,  from  the  mass  of  the  merchants  of  London. 

Now  ready,  price  5.°.;  by  post,  on  roller,  5s.  4d. 

Magna    Charta.     An  Exact  Facsimile   of   the   Original 

Document  preserved  in  the  British  Museum,  very  carefully  drawn,  and  printed 
on  tine  plate  pnper,  nearly  3  feet  long  by  2  feet  wide,  with  the  Arms  and  Seals 
of  the  Barons  elaborately  emblazoned  in  gold  and  colours,     a.d.  1215. 

*,*  Copied  by  express  permission,  and  the  only  correct  drawing  of  the  Great 
Charter  ever  taken.  Hanisomely  framed  and  glazed,  in  carved  oak  of  an  antique 
pattern,  223.  fid.     It  is  uniform  with  the  "  ItoU  of  Battle  Abbey." 

A  full  translation,  with  i^otes,  has  just  been  prepared,  price  6d. 

NEW    BOOK    BY    PROFESSOR    RENAl^^'S    ASSOCIATE. 
Exquisitely  printed,  12mo.,  cloth,  very  neat,  price  3s.  6d. 

Apollonius  of  Tyana:  the  Pagan  or  False  Christ  of  the 

Third  Century.  An  Essay.  By  ALBERT  REVILLE,  Pastor  of  the  Walloon 
Church  at  Rotterdam.     Authorized  translation. 

*,*  A  most  curious  account  of  an  attempt  to  revive  Paganism  in  the  third 
century  by  means  of  a  false  Christ.  Strange  to  say,  the  principal  events  in  the  life 
of  Apollonius  are  almost  identical  with  the  Gospel  narrative.  Apollonius  was  born 
in  a  mysterious  way  about  the  same  time  as  Christ.  After  a  period  of  preparation 
came  a  Passion,  then  a  Resurrection,  and  an  Ascension.  In  many  other  respects 
the  parallel  is  equally  extraordinary. 

In  the  press,  4to.  Part  I. 

The  Celtic  Tumuli  of  Dorsetshire :  an  Account  of  Personal 

and  other  R«eearches  011  the  Sepulchral  Mounds  of  the  Durotiges :  forming  the 
First  Part  of  a  Description  of  the  Primeval  Antiquities  of  the  County. 

In  small  4to.  handsomely  printed,  la.  fid. 

Esholt  in  Airedale,  Yorkshire:  the  Cistercian  Priory  of 

St.  Leonard,  Account  of,  with  View  of  Esholt  Hall. 


ANECDOTES  OP  THE  "LONG  PARLIAMENT  "  OF  1615. 
Now  ready,  in  4to.,  half  morocco,  choicely  printed,  price  79.  6d. 

The  Mysteries  of  the  Good  Old  Cause:  Sarcastic  Kotices 

of  those  Members  of  the  Long  Parliament  that  held  places,  both  Ciril  and 
Military,  contrary  to  the  Self-denying  Ordinance  of  April  3,  1645;  with  the 
sums  of  money  and  lands  they  divided  among  themselves. 

_*»*  Gives  many  curious  particulars  about  the  famous  Assembly  not  mentioned  by 
historians  or  biographers.  The  history  of  almost  every  county  in  England  receives 
some  illustration  from  it.  Genealogists  and  antiquaries  will  tiud  in  it  much  interest- 
ing matter. 


John  Camden  Untlen.  74  A-  75,  Pice  idiily,  Lcudmi. 


16  USEFUL  AND  AMUSING  BOOKS. 

Now  ready,  in  4ito.,  very  handsomely  printed,  with  curious  woodcut  initial  letters, 

extra  cloth,  I83. ;  or  crimson  morocco  extra,  the  aides  and  back  covered 

in  rich  fleur-de-lys,  gold  tooling,  65s. 

EoU  of  Carlaverlock,  with  the  Arms  of  the  Earls,  Barons, 

and  Knights  who  were  present  at  the  Siege  of  this  Castle  in  Scotland,  26 
Edward  I.,  a.d.  1300;  including  the  Original  Anglo-Norman  Poem,  and  an 
English  Translation  of  the  MS.  in  the  British  Museum  ;  the  whole  newly  edited 
by  THOMAS  WRIGHT,  Esq.,  M.A.,  F.S.A. 

%•  A  very  handsome  volume,  and  a  delightful  one  to  lovers  of  Heraldry,  as  it  is 
the  earliest  blazon  or  arms  known  to  exist. 

UNIFORM  WITH  "  MAGNA  CHARTA." 

Eoll  of  Battle  Abbey;  or,  a  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors 

who  came  over  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror  and  settled  in  this 
country,  a.d.  10bO-7,  from  Authentic  Documents,  very  carefully  drawn,  and 
printed  on  fine  plate  paper,  nearly  three  feet  long  by  two  feet  wide,  with  the 
Arms  of  the  principal  Barons  eldborately  emblazoned  in  gold  and  colours,  price 
5s. ;  by  post,  on  roller,  59.  4d. 

%•  A  most  curious  document,  and  of  the  greatest  interest,  as  the  descendants 
of  nearly  all  these  Norman  Conquerors  are  at  this  moment  living  amongst  us.     No 
names  are  believed  to  be  in  this  "  Battel  Roll,"  which  are  not  fuUy  entitled  to  the 
distinction. 
Handsomely  framed  and  glazed,  in  carved  oak  of  an  antique  pattern,  price  22s.  6d. 

Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I.    An  Exact  Facsimile  of  this 

Important  Dociiment  in  the  House  of  Lords,  with  the  Fifty-nine  Signatures 
of  the  Regicides,  and  Corresponding  Seals,  admirably  executed  on  paper  made 
to  imitate  the  Original  Document,  2Z  in.  by  14  in.     Price  23.;  by  post,  2s.  4d. 
Handsomely  framed  and  glazed,  in  carved  oak  of  an  antique  pattern,  14s.  6d. 

Now  ready. 

Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen  of  Scots.     The  Exact 

Facsimile  of  this  Important  Document,  including  the  Signature  Queen  Eliza- 
beth and  Facsimile  of  the  Great  Seal,  on  tinted  paper,  made  to  imitate  the 
original  MS.     Safe  on  roller,  2s. ;  by  post,  28.  4d. 
Handsomely  framed  and  glazed,  in  carved  oak  of  an  antique  pattern,  14s.  6d. 

In  1  vol.,  4to.,  on  tinted  paper,  with  19  large  and  most  curious  Plates  in  facsimile, 
coloured  by  hand,  including  an  ancient  View  of  the  City  of  Waterford. 

Illuminated  Charter-Boll  of  Waterford,  Temp.  Bichard  II. 

Price  to  Subscribers,  20s.  ;  Non-subscribers,  303. 

*,*  Of  the  very  limited  impression  proposed,  more  than  150  copies  have  already 
been  subscribed  for.  Amongst  the  Corporation  Muniments  of  the  City  of  Water- 
ford is  preserved  an  ancient  Illuminated  Roll,  of  great  interest  and  beauty,  com- 
prising all  the  early  Charters  and  Grants  to  the  City  of  Waterford,  from  the  time 
of  Henry  II.  to  Richard  II.  Full-length  Portraits  of  each  King  adorn  the  margin, 
varying  from  eight  to  nine  inches  in  length — some  in  armour  and  some  in  robes  of 
state.  In  addition  are  Portraits  of  an  Archbishop  in  full  canonicals,  of  a  Chancellor, 
and  of  many  of  the  chief  Burgesses  of  the  City  of  Waterford,  as  well  as  singularly- 
curious  Portraits  of  the  Mayors  of  Dublin,  Waterford,  Limerick,  and  Cork,  figured 
for  the  most  part  in  the  quaint  bipartite  costume  of  the  Second  Richard's  reign, 
peculiarities  of  that  of  Ed«ard  III.  Altogether  this  ancient  work  of  art  is  unique 
of  its  kind  in  Ireland,  and  deserves  to  be  rescued  from  oblivion. 


John  Camden  Hotten,  74  ^  75,  Piccadilly/,  London, 


University  of  California 

SOUTHERN  REGIONAL  LIBRARY  FACILITY 

305  De  Neve  Drive  -  Parking  Lot  17  •  Box  951388 

LOS  ANGELES,  CALIFORNIA  90095-1388 

Return  this  material  to  the  library  from  which  it  was  borrowed. 

|\ION-REI\IEWilOLE 

FEB  1  5  2005 
DUE  2  WKS  FfiOM  DATE  DECEIVED 

UCLA  ACCESS  SERViCES 
jnterlibrary  Loan 
11 630  University  Re 
Box  951 575 


OS  Angeles  CA  90096-  i  b  /o 


RBG'D  YRi  .i^  0  8  2005 


search  Library 


t£itrt^-%J-    r^xf    r<  A  I 


SOUTHERN  REGIONAL  L1BW\RYFAC|UT/ 


AA    000  367  823    2 


Universi 
South 
Libn 


